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Heavy rainfall pelted the ground as the skies darkened. It flooded through the uneven crevices on the floors, creating various puddles which reflected the lights coming from neon signs. The night life on this planet was nothing to scoff at. Typically dubbed as the rave system , anyone who wanted to have a good time knew that this was the place to be.


 


If this planet was known as the place to party, then the club Dancing Lights was the club to end all clubs. The entrance of this prestigious establishment would always be crowded, regardless of how depressing the weather could be. In fact, one could argue that it was the depressing weather which drove the crowds in.


 


While the thick crowds slowly shuffled in through the entrance, two conspicuously dressed figures could be spotted gradually inching their way towards the club. They wore heavy clothing with hoods which not only protected them from the moist weather, but also hid their identities. The sounds of heavy rainfall would eventually be drowned out as they entered the club. For now, all they could hear was the blaring music and the joyful whoops of the party-goers.


 


Settling into their nice and dry environment, the figures removed their heavy clothing. Shaven blue hair boldly presented itself as one of the figures folded his coat. The teen known as Ezra Bridger sported his usual clothing. The orange vest was apparently considered suitable attire for partying. Well, according to Hera anyways.


 


While Ezra was allowed to stick with what he felt most comfortable in, his partner was not as lucky. Sabine frowned as she peeled the coat off her body. Her armor was replaced with one of Hera’s old clothing. A flight suit which in her opinion, barely fit her.


 


Perhaps it was her muscles which caused her body to bulge. It gave her more width than she cared to admit. The red suit clung to her body, making it seem more like a skin tight wetsuit than a pilot’s uniform.


 


Glancing around, Sabine tried to ignore the roaming eyes of the surrounding patrons. Instead, she shifted her focus to the one who stood beside her. Amidst the leeching stares of the surrounding strangers, she could also feel the lingering gaze of her partner. Surprisingly to her, she found herself not really minding his gaze, instead feeling delighted that her Jedi companion still found her attractive.


 


Perhaps it was the fact that they had grown to become much closer with each other. They still called each other friends, but a light touch here and there seemed to raise a few eyebrows at their supposed friendship.


 


“We should find a place to sit” She heard Ezra say, pulling her out of her thoughts. She felt his eyes finally leaving her body as he searched for a seat. 


 


“Over there,” She replied. Pointing to an empty set of chairs in the corner.


 


Nodding to each other, the pair made their way to their seats. Once they settled in, they ordered some drinks from the waitress. 


 


The pair glanced around as the waitress prepared their drinks. Unfortunately for them, this was not a social occasion. They were here for work. 


 


“Got eyes on our informant?” Ezra asked.


 


Sabine shook her head. “Nothing yet. What about you? Feel anything?”


 


Ezra closed his eyes, but immediately opened them back up. “It’s hard to focus. Too many Force signatures here to get a hold of one of them”


 


Humming to herself, she grabbed the cup in her hands. The pair had been put together on enough missions for Sabine to get a proper level of understanding of Ezra and his mystic ways. She sipped her cup, cringing as the bitter liquid touched her lips.


 


“Ugh” Sabine groaned. “This tastes horrible . How’s yours?”


 


Ezra’s eyes fell back to the table, watching the cup. He eventually grabbed it and took a swig himself.


 


“Tastes like engine grease” He replied wincingly.


 


Smirking at his reply, Sabine turned her attention back to her drink. Staring at the brown liquid in her cup she considered taking another sip of it, if only just to ease her boredom while waiting for their informant. But the memory of the disgusting taste caused her to think twice.


 


Sabine lifted her head as she lazily watched patrons walking past their table. She was bored, not just of this mission but of this place. While she initially found this place to be interesting due to the flashing lights and their various vibrant colors, the novelty of the place quickly wore off on her. The blaring sounds of whatever genre of music they were playing hurt her ears. She wanted out, and fast.


 


Her attention shifted over to Ezra, noticing that he had been gazing at her ever so often. His eyes darted between her and the rest of the bar, trying to hide its intentions. Although it wasn’t very good at it.


 


“Hey,” Sabine called out, getting his attention. He jerked his head to face her, putting on a smile. “You really like my shirt huh?” 


 


The bluntness of the question seemed to catch Ezra off guard. His face turned a bright pink before he quickly started a series of apologies, to only then be followed up by a frantic wave of his hands as he tried to explain his situation.


 


“Chill out,” Sabine interrupted his ramblings. “I didn’t say it was a bad thing”


 


Ezra immediately stopped talking. His mouth slowly opened as he tried to say something.


 


“You’re…not mad?” He simply replied.


 


Sabine shook her head. “Not in the least,” She glanced below her, taking a look at her clothing. “I was just wondering why you were looking at me weird”


 


Pink rapidly flushed back to Ezra’s face. “You noticed huh?” He said sheepishly.


 


“Duh,” Sabine replied, giving him a look. “You weren’t exactly being subtle with it”


 


Rubbing the back of his neck, Ezra gave her an apologetic look. “Look, I’m sorry about tha-'' He tried to apologize but Sabine quickly interrupted him.


 


“I don’t particularly mind you looking at me Ezra,” Sabine started bluntly. “If anything I’d prefer you looking at me over any of these bozos” She gestured to the rest of the club.


 


“You’re not..” Ezra trailed off. “Weirded out by this?”


 


Leaning back in her seat, Sabine crossed her arms. “Not really. I mean, I would be lying if I said I didn’t occasionally check you out too”


 


Ezra’s eyes were wide as saucers. “Wait what?” He said as he practically jumped  out from his seat.


 


Ignoring the blush forming on her cheeks, Sabine tried to keep her face as straight as possible. “I particularly enjoy watching you when you’re training,” Sabine said with a playful smirk. “The way you move…” Sabine swooned.


 


The pink in Ezra’s cheeks only glowed brighter. But Sabine let out a fit of laughter.


 


“I’m kidding Ezra,” Sabine said in between laughs. “Mostly” 


 


Unsure of how to react, Ezra breathed out a sigh of relief. “Jeez Bine, don’t do that to me” He said with an uncertain smile.


 


A moment of silence lingered between the two before Sabine started talking again.


 


“So what about it do you like?” She asked.


 


“We’re still talking about this?” Ezra replied.


 


“I’m curious. And bored” Sabine said, resting her head on her hand. “Humor me”


 


Ezra stuttered to himself as he tried to find an answer. 


 


“Is it the uniform? Do you have a thing for pilots?” Sabine playfully teased. “Wait, does that mean you use Hera as your material?”


 


“What? NO!” Ezra practically screamed. Sabine jerked back, realizing that maybe she had pushed her teasing a little too far. 


 


Feeling a little bit guilty at causing her friend to be so flustered, Sabine gently placed her hand on his. “Hey, you alright? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to tease you so much” She flashed him an apologetic smile. “You don’t have to tell me if it makes you uncomfortable. I was just bored, and wanted to have a little fun with you”


 


Ezra felt the red in his cheeks slowly subside. He turned his hand so his palms were touching hers, lightly gripping her hand. “I know,” He whispered. “Guess I was just a bit freaked out by this” He said gesturing towards her body.


 


“So you do have a thing for pilots,” Sabine said playfully.


 


This time, Ezra didn’t react as dramatically as before. “Well, I would be lying if I said I didn’t like seeing you in it,” Ezra began. Sabine tried to ignore the heat in her cheeks. “But that’s not it”


 


Sabine arched an eyebrow. “Then what is it?”


 


“I just…think you look kind of…” Ezra trailed off. “ Sexy”


 


Sabine blinked at his admission. Sexy, was not a word she had expected him to describe her as. He would always hit her with the more, elegant compliments. Beautiful, pretty, strong, brave. But never had she ever expected him to call her sexy.


 


“Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that” Ezra retracted his hand from hers. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable, let’s just forget this ever happened” He turned away from her, unable to meet her eyes.


 


Sabine was feeling anything but. Instead, it felt nice to finally get that answer out of Ezra. However awkward he was behaving. 


 


But before she could get him to tell her more about this, a hooded figure suddenly stood at their table. The figure eyed the two of them, tilting her head to get a closer look at each of them. Her weird interactions with them continued for a few moments longer, until she was satisfied.


 


“How’s the weather on Naboo?” She said finally.


 


Recognizing the code, Ezra immediately sat up. “It’s cold, but I prefer the rains on Coruscant”


 


A sigh of relief escaped their informant’s lips. Taking her hood off, she revealed herself. A young Mirialan with purple skin stood as she eyed the two teens. Her face was adorned with the various markings typical with their culture. Her green eyes darted towards Ezra, and an alluring smile formed on her lips.


 


“So you’re the rebels I’m looking for” She said. “Name’s Kiara. Nice to meet you”


 


Kiara ambled on towards Ezra’s seat. Shoving him aside as she shared a seat with him. Her body pushed against his and she made no attempt to move any further. “What’s your name handsome?” She asked as she looked at him seductively.


 


“His name is Ezra,” Sabine said bluntly as she watched their exchange. Her fingers were gripping her cup so tightly Ezra was afraid it may crack.  “And I don’t think he’s comfortable with what you’re doing”


 


Eyes never leaving Ezra, Kiara did not seem to be too disturbed with Sabine’s icy response.


 


“Ezra huh. Tell me. Are you uncomfortable with me here?”


 


Before Ezra could offer a response to her question, she cut him off.


 


“Because if you are, I’ll just have to bring this intel somewhere else” 


 


Immediately shutting his mouth, Ezra gave a look to Sabine. She seemed as furious as before, but reluctantly relented to the situation.


 


“Let’s not do that just yet,” Ezra replied.


 


“That’s what I thought” Kiara responded triumphantly. Her arm circled over Ezra’s shoulder, pulling him even closer while she ordered a drink from the waitress.


 


“So,” Ezra began as he shifted uncomfortably. “Where’s this intel you claim to have?”


 


“Oh so impatient” She replied as she took a sip from her drink. “Can’t we live a little first?”


 


“I don’t think so,” Ezra replied. “Me and Sabine here have to get back as soon as possible. So we really need you to give us the goods now”


 


“The goods huh?” Kiara eyed Ezra up and down. “How about I show them to you somewhere more… private?”


 


Sabine narrowed her eyes. This Kiara was starting to get on her nerves. 


 


Sensing Sabine’s anger, Ezra quickly intervened.


 


“I think you’ll find it better for yourself if you give us the datastick here” Ezra said dangerously.


 


Noticing the threatening tones in his voice, Kiara pulled back from him.


 


“Oh fine,” Kiara responded disappointedly. “But I can’t give it to you now. You two have drawn quite a bit of attention to yourselves” She pointed around her.


 


The two Spectres felt their eyes widen as they saw what Kiara was referring to. A small group of Stormtroopers gathered at the entrance as they questioned the people. It seems like their cover has been blown.


 


“For a bunch of rebels, you guys are pretty shallow. Where are your disguises? Surely you guys should know by now that your faces are quite popular around here”


 


“Wait, I thought the Imperial presence here was lower than other systems” Ezra exclaimed. “Wasn’t it why we chose to meet up here?”


 


Kiara only shrugged in response.


 


“Guess that changes things now” Sabine seethed. “What do we do?”


 


A serious look formed on Kiara’s face as she watched the two teens discuss. “Look,” She pulled out a small black disc from her pockets. “I can give you guys the intel. But you two need to promise me you can get out of here without causing too much noise. If those troopers know that two known rebels were on this system, they would not hesitate to send out their entire fleet over here just to be sure. And after that? Bye bye Rave System”


 


“Well what do you suggest we do?” Sabine almost shouted.


 


“What you two need, is a distraction” Kiara replied simply. “Hit the dance floor,” She angled her head towards the busiest part of the club. “You should be able to blend in quite easily there. The troopers will leave after a while, so just sneak out once they’re gone”


“DANCE?” Sabine exclaimed. Her mouth was wide open. There was no way she was dancing right here.


 


“Yea, the both of you. Although, if you don’t want to, I’m more than happy to take your partner here” Kiara eyed Ezra with a look of wanting.


 


“Err, no thank you. Me and Sabine will figure something out” Ezra replied awkwardly as he grabbed the disc.


 


“Suit yourself” Kiara stood up and made her way to the bar.


 


No longer being squeezed into his seat, Ezra shifted back into his original position. He turned to face Sabine, who was muttering to herself.


 


“You good?” Ezra asked.


 


“What do you think?” Sabine replied sharply. “Ezra, there’s no way I’m going to be dancing here, especially not in a club”


 


“Come on, it will be fun,” Ezra insisted. “It’s just dancing. Besides, it's  always fun whenever the two of us do things together”


 


A small smile formed on Sabine’s lips before disappearing. She felt touched that Ezra enjoyed doing things with her regardless of the activity. But this was one thing she felt like she couldn’t do.


 


“Maybe, but I really don’t want to dance,” Sabine slowly said. “It’s not that I don’t want to dance with you,” She quickly added. “It’s just I don’t feel comfortable with all these people here”


 


Humming to himself, Ezra could understand what Sabine was going through. Sabine had told him about her insecurities before. It was one of the reasons why she loved art so much. She did not enjoy being in the center of attention, which is why she would instead put her paintings in the spotlight.


 


“Okay then” Ezra said. He placed his hand on hers and gripped it lightly. “We’ll think of another way” He looked around, trying to find some inspiration on how he would escape. 


 


“Alright, I think I got it,” Ezra finally said. He passed the disc to her. “You take this, I’ll distract the troopers at the entrance while you get out”


 


Sabine watched him as he explained his plan. “Are you sure Ezra? There are quite a lot of them. And it won’t be easy for you to deal with them in this tight space”


 


A smile formed on his face. “It’s better than having you feel uncomfortable with a plan” Although as the words left his lips, they both could tell how false they were.


 


Frowning to herself, Sabine let out a sigh. There was no way she was willing to let Ezra endanger himself just because she felt a little bit uncomfortable doing something. Gripping his hand, Sabine stood up and jerked him up. 


 


“Come on,” She urged. Ezra confusedly followed. “No way I’m going to let you run straight into danger while I’m all nice and safe here. We’re dancing”


 


“Wait really?” Ezra asked, unable to contain his excitement.


 


“Yea. I mean how hard can it be right?” 


 


The pair stepped onto the dancefloor. While Ezra was brimming with confidence, Sabine seemed a bit more cautious. She heard the music change to a different one. The beat reverberated on the floor. Her eyes were drawn to Ezra, who was already moving in tandem with the latest song.


 


He waved his arms and swayed his body. Tapping his feet and swinging his legs. To some it may seem like he was a terrible dancer. But to Sabine? It seemed like he did this for a living.


 


How was he so good at this? Sabine wondered. She looked at him surprised while he only gave her a cheeky wink. Moving nearer to her, he pulled her in close. Lowering his head so his mouth was breathing in her ear.


 


“Just follow the beat” He whispered. His voice sent shivers down Sabine’s spine, somewhat enjoying the feel of his breath on her ear. 


 


Sabine took his advice to heart and started moving. At first she moved awkwardly. Making simple steps and movements according to the beat. As time went on, she started getting more confident. Her steps matched the bass of the music and her arms started swaying to the beat. She kept her eyes fixed on Ezra, hoping to tune out everyone else around her.


 


And it worked. She felt her insecurities fading as she moved her body more gracefully. She hadn’t realized how long she had been dancing until she saw Ezra’s face look away from her. Following his gaze, Sabine noticed that the troopers were gone. 


 


“Looks like we’re in the clear,” Ezra shouted out to her. “Should we slip out now?”


 


“NO!” Sabine shouted back, apparently having a little too much fun. “Wait, I mean-” But Ezra cut her off.


 


“See! I told you you’d enjoy it” He said smiling. “We can continue our dance back at the Ghost ” He gripped her hand as he led her off the dance floor. “If you want to of course”


 


Sabine felt her cheeks flush at the thought of dancing on the Ghost. But a part of her could not resist his invitation. “It’s a date then”


 


Ezra only smiled in response. 


 


The pair exited the club. But before Ezra could call Hera for a pick up, he felt someone bump into him. Ezra turned to apologize, but his eyes widened when he realized what just happened.


 


The man who bumped into him was fast, but not fast enough that Ezra wasn’t able to catch him pocketing the intel they had come for.


 


“THIEF!” Ezra shouted after him, causing him to sprint towards the nearest hovercraft and speed off.


 


Sabine immediately darted her head towards the thief. She glanced around, looking for something she could use to chase the speeding vehicle. Her eyes landed on a simple land speeder which was large enough to fit the both of them.


 


“Over here!” She called out, pointing to the empty vehicle. She ran straight for it and sat in the driver's seat. Ezra followed suit, sitting beside her.


 


“Follow that car-I mean hovercraft!” Ezra called out, to which Sabine gladly obliged. 


 


The land speeder was quite fast despite its size, able to easily catch up with the hovercraft within a few moments. The thief noticed their closeness, and tried to increase his speed to get away.


 


“Use these!” Sabine unholstered both her blasters and threw them to Ezra. “Take him out!”


 


Ezra nodded and started shooting. Unfortunately, he wasn’t very good. Holding a blaster in each hand, he tried to aim for the engines of the hovercraft. But the bumpiness of the ride made it hard for Ezra to get a clean shot. 


 


His first shot struck at the dirt underneath the craft. Trying again, he increased the height of his aim, only for the shot to fly directly above the craft.


 


“Who taught you how to shoot like Stormtroopers?” Sabine cried out.


 


“Who taught you how to drive like a bunch of Loth-cats?” He retorted.


 


This was fun , Sabine smiled giddily. Although she could not indulge herself in the moment. That datastick had sensitive intel on the Empire, and Sabine would rather have that be used by the Rebellion instead of being sent straight to Imperial High Command.


 


Kicking his legs, Sabine pulled his attention back to her. Her hands gripped both of Ezra’s and dragged him over her while she slipped under him to the next seat. 


 


“You drive, I shoot” She commanded as she ripped the blasters from his hand.


“Yes ma’am” Ezra complied without protest.


 


Once Sabine settled, it was obvious that this was the better configuration. It took less than a minute for her to land a clean shot on the engine. Knocking it out and disabling the thief’s escape craft. It crashed in a nearby rock, causing the thief to fly out of the hovercraft in comical fashion. Ezra stopped the speeder right next to the thief’s aching body.


 


The pair stepped out, and Sabine stood triumphantly over the thief. Her hand stretched outwards as she demanded the drive.


 


The thief could only comply.






“So when’s the next date?” Sabine asked as she walked.


 


Turning to look at her, Ezra stopped in his steps. “Wait so you were serious?”


 


“Yea” Sabine replied. “What you thought I was joking?”


 


Mouth agape, Ezra could not believe what she was saying.


 


“I mean, yea,” He bluntly replied. “We've been friends for so long now that I just thought nothing will ever change between us” He explained. “I’ve flirted with you countless times before, but you either ignored it or responded to it quite aggressively. So I stopped after that, and decided that I would rather be your friend than some annoying little kid who always tried to hit on you” Ezra rubbed the back of his head. “I guess I just assumed that this would always be the case between us”


 


Leaning on a nearby wall, Sabine listened intently as Ezra spoke. He was mostly right. She was very annoyed with Ezra in the beginning, but as time went on, he started to grow on her. And little did he know, she was slowly starting to fall for him.


 


“So what changed?” He asked quietly.


 


“I’m not too sure myself” Sabine said as she stared at the ground. “I guess, being your friend just helped me to get to know you more. And I think one thing led to another”


 


Sabine lifted her head to look at him. “Am I too late?” She asked almost disappointedly. “Because if I am, we can just forget this ever happened. You’re my friend and it’d be really bad if something like this ruined our friendship. I mean we can still dance, if you want to. But we don’t have to, we can just like hang out and-”


 


Ezra stopped her rambling by placing a hand on her chin. He stared directly into her eyes as he leaned in.


 


“Well it’s about time,” He whispered. He pushed his lips towards hers, surprising her with a kiss.


 


Sabine was frozen in place. She did not know how to react. Her mind could not even tell her what was happening. The feeling of Ezra’s lips on hers caused her heart to flutter. Eventually, her thoughts caught up with what was happening. And the first thing she thought of? Kissing him feels good . 


 


Not wasting another moment, she circled her arm behind Ezra’s neck, pulling him even deeper into the kiss as she closed her eyes. Her tongue aggressively pressed against Ezra’s lips, demanding entrance. Ezra was more than happy to comply.


 


Their tongues danced over each other. Lightly brushing against the tips. Sabine moaned into Ezra’s mouth as she felt his hand lightly caress her back. His hand slowly trailed all the way down. It hovered slightly above her butt, hesitating to go even lower. But Sabine wasn’t willing to wait for his confidence to come back.


 


With a firm grip, Sabine pulled Ezra’s hand lower. Placing it right on her cheeks. Ezra repaid her aggressive actions with a light squeeze as he gently kneaded her rear. The sensations Ezra was making her feel caused her to fall even deeper into their kiss as she pushed herself even harder into Ezra.


 


The two were so engrossed in their moment that they did not even notice the lights of a hovercraft pulling in beside them.


 


“Hey kids! Ready to get out of- AHHHH!” Kanan stepped out excitedly but fell to the ground face first at the sight in front of him.


 


Sabine was the first to break off the kiss at the voice of Kanan. Her eyes widened in shock as she saw Kanan’s surprised face. She turned her head towards the hovercraft. Her face flushed in embarrassment as she saw Hera and Zeb in the craft watching them with opened mouths.


 


“So, this is a thing now huh?” Hera asked knowingly..


 


“Way to go kid! I always knew she had something for you!” Zeb cheered while Ezra simply wished the ground would eat him up.


 


Hoping to hide her embarrassment, Sabine pushed her head in her hands. It was supposed to be a normal mission . She thought to herself. Lifting her head to glance at Ezra, a content smile formed on her lips.


 


But I guess this is fine too.






End Notes


Hoped you enjoy the fic! It wasn't something I wanted to think too long about, and it was kind of a challenge for me to get it done in a shorter time than my ImperialVerse fics.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Ahsoka wasn’t entirely sure how she ended up in this predicament. She wasn’t even good with relationship things. But here she was, hiding in some brush, coaching Ezra from the sidelines of her native dance. Or, at least trying to. 


 


It all started when she felt a disturbance in the force. She hand found the young Padawan laying on the sand of Chopper base, lost in a void of thoughts. She smiles softly as she stands over him.


 


“Young Bridger,” She says, watching him snap from his thoughts. 


 


“Ah, Ahsoka,” Ezra says as he springs up. “Uh, is something wrong?”


 


“Oh. I was here to ask you that actually,” She says. Ezra's face grows solemn.


 


“Could you sense it in the force,” he asks sheepishly. If she could sense it, so could his master. Ezra didn’t know if he wanted to talk about these things with his master. 


 


“Well… yes. But also you laying like a sha'rellian toop staring into the cloudless sky may also be an indication something’s amiss,” she laughs. She crosses her arms and cock a brow. “Care to talk?”


 


“Well. It isn’t anything deep or force-related. Just life stuff,” Ezra says. 


 


“I think I’m old enough to handle ‘life stuff’,” Ahsoka says. “I did survive the clone wars.”


 


“Well. Okay well. There’s this thing and it’s about Sabine and well...” Ezra started rattling off a series of incoherent mumbles. Oh. Ahsoka now understands. She smiles and places a hand on his shoulder. 


 


“Ezra, breathe,” she says, her calm eyes staring at his. She slows her breathing and he mimics her pattern. 


 


“Now start from the beginning,” she says. 


 


“Okay. Long story short I’m supposed to accompany Sabine back home and I know she’s nervous to see her family and I got this feeling I won’t see her for a long time. I wanted to do something to show we’re going to miss her or for her not to forget us,” He says.


 


Ahsoka nods. “Well… I doubt she’ll forget you guys. It's maybe perhaps the fact that you fear she will forget about you?" She asks. Her lekku swish a little as she tilted her head to the side. 


 


“Karabast,” Ezra mutters. Ahsoka laughs a little. “It’s okay Ezra. This isn’t the Jedi order."


 


"Yeah but. The whole Jedi aren't supposed to get attached thing" Ezra says. Ahsoka looks towards the horizon. It was true, Jedi were not supposed to form attachments. However, that was the idea of the past. Everything was uncertain now. She often wondered if she had settled on a mate what she would do. She turns to face Ezra, a determination in her eyes. 


 


"Do you like her?" She asks. 


 


“Yeah but. I don’t know our feelings just kind of happened. And we haven’t talked about it or anything. And maybe I’m just reading too much into things. But I do want her to know how much I do care,” Ezra said. 


 


Ahsoka nods. “So? Like a courtship?”


 


“I- uh, I don’t know about that,” Ezra says. “I don’t know. What would you do?”


 


Now it’s Ahsoka’s turn to think. She hasn’t really given a thought to relationships to that extent in a long time. Even when she did harbor feelings she never got too attached to them. She thought back to the times when master Shaak Ti had taught her and her heritage. 


 


“Well… I know some things my people do when they think they’ve found a mate, as we call it,” Ahsoka says.  I think at least...


 


“What kind of things?” Ezra asks. 


 


“Well…” Ahsoka says. 


 


 


—


 


“When togrutas show an interest in one another, first we try to give something of value. Usually, something they’ve caught or found. Like a pretty stone or the heart of a beast on in the wild,” Ahsoka says. 


 


"Uh. We live kind of in the middle of nowhere right now. And I don't think she wants one of those krykna," Ezra said. 


 


"Hmmm. Do you have anything sentimental to you?" She asks.


 


 


—


 


Ezra didn’t really have anything of value. However, he did have an old wolf emblem from his mother. One of the few things he kept on his journeys. Ezra thought it was a broach at one point. Granted it looked more like a piece of scrap metal than anything else at this point. The wolf's face was beaten and hard to see but it was still something his mom treasured. Though when he handed it to Sabine she just have him a funny look. 


 


“Well… did you explain the meaning to her?” Ahsoka asks. 


 


"No..." Ezra said. 


 


"So... Let me get this straight. You just handed her something, and walked off..." Ahsoka sighs. 


 


"Well. We did get sorta called by Hera. Though it wasn't urgent," Ezra said.


 


“Hmmm… very well then. We can try something else,” she says. 


 


—


 


“Another thing togrutas do when they want to show their partner appreciation is make something for them. Like make her a special dish,” Ahsoka suggests.


 


“Ahsoka I can’t cook,” he says flatly.


 


“Neither can I,” she says. 


 


"Do you know any recipes from Lothal or Mandalore?"


 


"Unless you count survival street food. No," Ezra says.


 


"Hm. Oh! I have an idea," Ahsoka beams.


 


 


—


 


“Uh, sir... Was there a fight in the kitchen?” The chef asks. Imagine his surprise to find two of the three Jedi, the very ones who lead and protect in the rebellion, messing up his precious kitchen.


 


“Oh hi there! Oh no we are just trying to make a small dish…” Ezra said. 


 


The chef just nodded, though clear disdain was written all over his face. “Uh, very well, would you like some help?” 


 


“Uh no thank you,” Ezra smiles. He didn’t want anyone to see the disaster he created. Ahsoka said it would taste good. They settled on a dish from her homeworld. But Ezra thought it looked weird. 


 


“Did the dish just blink…?” Ezra asked. 


 


“I- I’m sure it’s fine. Just add these red crystals on top. It’ll be fine… I think… at least I think this is how I saw Master Shaak Ti made it…” she says. 


 


Well. If a master Jedi made this for the whole Jedi council once how bad could it be? Now he just had to find-


 


“Hey. What are you making?” Bright white and purple hair followed by big brown eyes popped through the door. Ezra feels warmth spread throughout his body when he sees her. The way she poked her head in like a loth cat does when it wants attention. Ahsoka excused herself and squeezed past Sabine.


 


“The chef came to find me. Said you were making a mess of his prized slop house,” Sabine laughs. “Uh… what’s that?”


 


“Oh um, this is for you. I was going to make you something from Lothal but I didn’t actually know how to make anything from there. So Ahsoka and I found one of the dishes her people made. She said Master Shaak Ti once made this for the Jedi council. It brought everyone to tears,” Ezra says. Moving the plate forward. Sabine jumps back when she sees it.


 


“Did it just blink back?!” She stutters. 


 


“Yes,” Ezra said. 


 


What the heck kind of Jedi dish is this?  Sabine thinks to herself as she begrudgingly picks up a fork. At least it didn’t scream when she stabs it. Her life may have flashed a little before her eyes, but the look on Ezra’s face made her try to choke it down. He did try to do this for her, didn’t he? 


 


“So…?” Ezra asks. Sabine blinks once, then twice. Swiftly she rushes to the garbage disposal. Nope, she couldn’t do it. 


 


“Hot. Spicy. Salty?!” Sabine gaps as she empties the contents of her stomach. Ezra's eyes widen as grabs some water and give it to her to drink. 


 


“I’m so sorry! I'm so sorry!” He apologizes profusely.


 


She waves his hands away and tried to stop the stinging sensation that had slid down her throat. Some tears escaped her eyes as she looked like she was about to burst into tears. Between coughs, she managed to get out, “It’s uh… a little too spicy for me,” she smiles at him. He rubs her back apologetically as she sips her water.


 


—


 


“So… how’d it go?” Ahsoka asks.


 


“I think I see why it made have brought the councilors to tears…” Ezra says. The Hope in Ashoka’s eyes lessens as she listens to Ezra’s regalements. 


 


“I see…” Ahsoka says. She puts a hand to her chin and looks into the distance. 


 


“We leave tomorrow,” Ezra says. 


 


“Why don’t you just tell her house you feel?” Ashoka says plainly. 


 


“But how? Hey Sabine, every time I see you my heart feels like it’s going to explode. The thought of you leaving makes me want to cry myself to sleep,” Ezra says. "I know. I’ve accepted it, but it doesn’t mean I can’t be sad,” he says.


 


“That’s fair. Well. I know when togrutas want to tell their partner they like them and or care about them they…”


 


—


 


Ezra and Sabine stare at the sky. The two had traveled a little ways off from Chopper base, the beautiful stars glitter with a clarity neither Lothal noir Mandalore has seen. 


 


“This is beautiful,” Sabine sighs as she leans against a rock. 


 


Okay, it’s go time.  Ezra thought. Ezra glances around at the brush where he saw Ahsoka give a thumbs up. In one swift motion, he got up and started following Ahsoka's movement she taught him. The beautiful dance that togrutas used to woo their partners may have looked a little stranger on humans than Ahsoka had thought. More so with the limited time, they had Ezra's moves were a little, choppier than they had hoped. She still gave him a thumbs up for encouragement. Meanwhile, Sabine was using all her strength not to burst out into laughter. She stood up and placed a hand on his shoulder, stopping Ezra midway. She took a breath and smiles gently.


 


“While that was,” she had a little giggle in between sentences. “Very well done, how about this dancing instead.” 


 


She interlaced their hands together, placing one on her back as she held his hand. Ezra feels like he’s going to explode as he nods and follows her movements. The stress and worry fade away into the force as both hold one another. 


 


“Hey, Sabine…” Ezra says.


 


“Mhm,” she hums as she placed her head on his chest.


 


Ahsoka realizes this is a convo not meant for her. “I think my work here is done,” She murmurs as she stands up and heads back toward Chopper's base.


 


 


—Bonus—
“So. Ahsoka,” 
Ahsoka turns around to see Sabine as she's firing up a few things. 
“All those years ago. Thanks. Forgiving Ezra the courage to seek me out. I don’t think I would have been able to back then,” Sabine says. Some tears in her eyes as they fire up the engine. Her face hardens as she tries to hide the pain she's buried for so long. 
“Sabine,” Ashoka says gently. Sabine turns to face her, blinking some tears away. “Let’s go find Ezra.”
Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary: What if Ahsoka send Din Djarin to Lothal as he meet Sabine and Ezra
Notes: i hope to finish this! See the end of the work for more notes
Go to Lotha! search For Ezra! Din Djarin didn’t believe that finding one jedi will send him just to another. He was a little happy that his time with Grogu got a little longer but he must end it. The life of a bounty hunter is not an easy life.
Lothal was a peaceful planet with a strong presence of the New Republic there. But he hears it is starting to vanish for a new power!
Lothal the grassy water planet appears before them! and Grogu stops playing with an iron ball as his hand reaches the planet!
“good signe“Din Djarin said
He didn’t like to use the Merchan route to land on the planet! He still has some bounty hunter after him!
He was surprised how beautiful this planet was, the strange shape of the mountain, even the boy was surprised!. before the alarm starts screaming. two Fang fighters come from nowhere and surround him on both sides.
Djin: if it is not the X-wing it is the fang fighter! pretty rare!
“ indefinite Gun ship you are enter the planet without transmission code”
Djin: didn’t expect the company “ Roger ...i am her just to visit”
A female voice responded: any new ship should register in the harbor please follow us …
It was better to follow orders his ship can’t take more fighting!
didn’t take much to land on the harbor … there was many cargo ship and people out and in. he didn’t expect this movement! shouldn’t Lothal be just outtrim planet?!
as he moves outside he gets welcome with aliens looking at his tablet!
Alien: So you are the new comuner she looked up adding a mandalorian it has been a while seeing your kind!
The clearance code for your ship will be free on the harbor but the Next time you break the rule they are free to shoot you down!. For the first time you will get a free check if you accept!
but in her eyes He could see she questioned him! taking a second look at his ship!
“ You are a bounty hunter” she sounds worried!
Din Djarin: yes!
in a business?! she question him
Din Djarin: No! I am here to visit someone!
She didn’t believe it and answered with a warning: If you have any business with the Guild you should call local Police and alert them… They will give you help and share information for free!
Din Djarin didn’t answer her! “ But this is not why you are her! you can borrow Speeder down the street! i wish you have a good time Mr Djin”
Din Djarin node his head as the assistance live to check next ship
He walked outside to be welcomed by a different feeling. He visited many outer rim planets and it is rare to see a clean city like this. The air sky, everything looks shiny as many people walk different directions. As he walked it was surprising not many give him much attention as others give him a node. This was so strange as one of the merchants screamed : Mando! As his hand move to his blaster a fruit land on his hand
He look to the merchant in confuse
Merchant: for the kid…
As Grogu ate the fruit, Mando walked fast to the speeder shop. This City gives weird vipe. Too good and friendly..
Didn't take much to find the speeder shop
Mando: i want a speeder
The owner of the shop was an old man who was playing a game with his droid .
He didn't lift his Eyes on the game as he answered: where?
Mando: a bar by the name Old Jho
The old man lift his eyes looking at the castumore: that is out of town… that will be extra….he stop a moment Saying: are you a Mandalorian
Mando: yes!
Old man: a surprise!. You can get speeder but i trust you will return
The mando answered with a node of his head!
As he travels through the long grass this is a peaceful planet and will be a nice place for Grogu.
It didn't get hard to find an old Jho bar.
As he enters the bar there are few customers inside. He moved in the direction of the bartender's wish, cleaning and arranging the bottle. He looked young .
Mando: old Jho?
Sadly not! as the bartender turned to face him
My name is Jai. How can I help you?...mando?
Why does everyone give him this look?! mando thought
Mando throws some credit on the tabe saying: I am looking for a jedi!
Jai eyes change as he look suspicious to him but he point to the outside of the bare: "the only jedi you will find is there"
Pointing to a statue of a man with ponytail
" this is on the house" as he give him a drink
" what you search is not here please search in other place" Din Djarin could sense the warning in his voice
Mando: Ahsoka tano..send me …
Jai: no one heard about that name in years … this the last time i say we have no jedi here...go!
Mando didn't move whispering :.....moon of
Din Djarin could see a smirk on the man as he put his hand on his forehead thinking
Jai: damn! He will not like this …
Ok! Jai said...you will find what you want in a farm surrounded a tower…
Mando: thank you …
Before he goes outside he hears Jai say: leave your weapon behind!
With an angry voice mando responded: a Mandalorian…
Jai quick to cut him: is a weapon yeah yeah! I know that! But he will not like that.
As Mando rode his bike fore two hour he could notice the shape of a circle of trees in the middle of an old communication tower.
He left his bike on the edge of the farm and walked from there. Grogu was scared to go inside, which made him worry!
He walks slowly watching for traps as Grogu follows him from behind…
He stopped as he couldn't hear any sound as Grogu pulled his cap trying to warn him!
Then he felt a truck hitting him send him flying! He tries to use his jet to control his body. On the edge of his left eyes see a figure. He didn't think twice as he sent a missile to it direction. as he rolled back mid air he noticed that target dodge the missile as soon his feet touch the ground he takes his two blasters and starts shooting….
he couldn’t see much as his explosion threw a lot of dirt in the air. As he screams for Grogu...he is surprised to see him next to him.
Din Djarin: stay close
As he was ready to fight. Then he Notice a monsters come out not alone but a pack of them surround him and the kid
Din Djarin: Anooba! No, this creature is different and bigger And works great as a team. They cut his escape route and they were anger as their growling
5 behind him 3 before and he fear some hide behind trees on the side
Din Djarin was thinking immediately to fly out but he could feel his jet breaking out. He didn't want to shoot it and may have provoked them.
Din: Sorry! We will be out from her
But the beast start move slowly in their direction getting closer
he use flamethrower to set fire behind him that push the monsters behind! forward was the only option to break but he surprised with tooka attack to his helmet and started scratching. Nothing hurt but he couldn’t see anything but when he was checking the animale away find Grogu using the force holding the three breasts away! that make them so anger. He point his blaster to them before he hear the Voice
Better not do that! as a see Grogu Flying in the air!
Show Yourself! Mando scream as he see Grogu fly to the direction of the beast as a man appear behind them
he was hold one hand up his glare fix on Grogue who was screaming as he roll in air!, Dark blue hair as he has thick beard on his left check was a scars
You have interest thing with You the stranger said
Hurt him and I will kill you!
but he just lifted his other hand in his direction. Din Djarin felt a strange push and all the fire disappeared!
“it wasn’t easy to plant all this tree”
Djinn: It is all because of your beasts!
The man put his hand on one of them and said: loth wolves are a mystery creature hard to see and not easy to provoke! You can go i will take it from her
Like that the loth wolves disappear behind trees like magic
You … Djin said!
He put his blaster down as he move to catch Grogu
who are you ?
The man just gave him a smile: Ezra a bridger a farmer


End Notes: Sabine and Ezra and married as both want stay away from the wars and live simple live. Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Zeb steals Ezra's clothes while he's in the shower.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
   The water felt strange around Ezra’s ears without his hair to cover them. It had only been yesterday that he’d shaved it off, so this was his first shower with shorter hair. Sabine had helped him, since it was her prank that made him have to cut it at all. She’d dyed his hair bright purple in his sleep (how, he had no idea, but she had actually done a great job, with both dyeing his hair and then cutting it. Ezra would never admit that, though.) 


   Without the extra hair around his ears, Ezra found he could hear what was going on outside of the shower a little better. He could hear Chopper griping from the engine room, and even bits and pieces of a conversation between Hera and Kanan. But, more pertinently, Ezra could hear heavy footsteps nearing the refresher, a clicking doorknob, and–


   “Hey! Zeb!” he yelled, ripping back the curtain just in time to see Zeb’s tail vanish from the doorway. He heard the lasat cackle from the hallway as he dashed away with Ezra’s clothes.


   “Kriff you!” Ezra shouted, turning off the water and stepping onto the floor. He wrapped a towel around his waist and dashed out of the refresher.


   “Give them back!”


   Zeb had a good head start, but Ezra had the force. With that little bit of extra speed, the distance between them began to shrink. When he had him in his sight, Ezra jumped, aiming to tackle his roommate.


   But then Zeb vanished around the corner, and Ezra had to twist in midair to keep from face planting.


   Ezra’s landing was a stumble, and he might have been able to recover if he hadn’t slipped on his own wet feet and crashed into the wall head first.


   “Ughh,” he groaned, rubbing the bruise already forming on his temple. “I’m gonna kriffing kill him.” 


   He stood and steadied himself against the wall, but froze when he noticed Sabine standing in front of him in the hallway, holding his clothes.


   Ezra was suddenly very aware of his indecency, and blushed all the way up to his exposed ears. But Sabine just shoved the bundle into his arms.


   “You’re welcome,” she said dryly, then turned promptly on her heel and walked briskly in the other direction. Ezra stuck out his tongue at Zeb, who was sulking in the hall, then rushed back into the refresher to dress.


<><><>


   It was later at night, when they were both in their beds, when Zeb brought up his prank. 


   “You know, I think she was checking you out,” he mused.


   Ezra shot straight up in bed and leaned over to look at Zeb. “Sabine? Really?”


   Zeb nodded thoughtfully, though maybe just a small bit condescendingly. Ezra knew Zeb was teasing him, but if there was any grain of truth in his taunts, Ezra could overlook any insult.


   “How long was she standing there? Did she see me fall? How did she get my clothes back from you? I’m still mad about that by the way, but if you offer proof of your claims, I will consider forgiving you.”


   “How generous.”


   “Well?”


   “She stopped me in the hall. She was holding one of her paint bombs so I just gave her your clothes, no fight required.”


   Ezra snorted. Zeb ignored him.


   “I don’t know if she saw you fall, but she was standing there for a good twenty seconds before you stood up. You looked ridiculous by the way.”


   Ezra considered that last fact. He probably had looked ridiculous, laying there on the floor. But he’d been shirtless, (well, clothes-less) and he had gained a lot of muscle. Wasn’t that something girls found attractive? And his new haircut did make him look older, so it was possible…


   “Alright, I forgive you.”


   Zeb scoffed and shifted in his bunk. “Yeah, whatever.”


End Notes


Thanks for reading! Please let me know if you find any typos:)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Sabine took in a deep breath. It had just caught her off-guard, that was all. She'd been so busy running missions for the Rebellion that she just hadn't noticed Ezra... growing up.


Notes


Coming at y'all with some very self-indulgent Sabezra that I hope you enjoy. :)


I've actually had this one kicking around on the backburner since waaaaaaay back during... Season Two? I think it was Season Two. Anyway I finally got around to actually writing it.


Featuring some of the classic Sabezra tropes, set sometime nebulously in Season Three before "Legacy of Mandalore" but obviously AUish. Let's get to it!


See the end of the work for more notes
Sabine considered the wall, standing with her finger pursing her lip in thought, her other hand around her elbow. She leaned back on her hip, assessing her work so far.


Needs some red, she decided, stirring.


She stepped aside to grab a spray can from her portable worktable, set up next to her in the galley, and shook it firmly, the cap rattling as she did so.


Carefully, she applied a thin veneer of bright crimson, blending it into the yellow-gold of the starbird design already present. It had been on the wall a while, but lately Sabine had been itching to perfect it, give it just that little extra pop and kick that would make it really stand out. She had already added trailing orange flames at the starbird's base, rising up triumphantly around the avian figure. Now she measured out her spray paint to give the icon some bold shading, swaths of the red color outlining the wings and talons, curling under its shoulders, adding some fine detail. She bit her lip as she concentrated, eyes narrow and focused on her work.


From behind, she heard the door hssshk!, soft footfalls and Ezra's discontent grumbles echoing to her from the hallway as the boy stepped inside.


"Did the medkit get moved?" he asked her. She glanced aside and noticed he was nursing one of his shoulders. "It's not in Kanan's room," he told her.


She looked back at her painting. "Zeb had it last. Should be in its normal spot in the kitchen," she offered.


"Thanks," Ezra said. He crossed the room, boots making a quiet tak! tak! against the floor.


"What'd you do this time?" Sabine teased as she sprayed paint in a careful arc.


"Nothing I wanna talk about," he replied back dryly, making her chuckle.


She heard him pass by behind her and enter the kitchen, footsteps tramping over the threshold. Sabine's ears took in the auditory information without really processing it, hearing his shuffles and muttered curses as background noise on her senses, as she carefully applied her spray paint.


The steady hiss was a soothing sound, lulling her into a bit of a stupor, though not so deep a trance that she missed Ezra exiting the kitchen area, medkit in hand, expression tired and frustrated.


"He put it on the top shelf again," he complained, moving to the dejarik table and setting the medkit there with a thunk!


Sabine almost snorted, but the stray thought entered her head.


Since when can Ezra reach the top shelf? she wondered, her mind flashing over the sounds she remembered from the kitchen, recalling no grunts of effort or sounds of strain, like she would have expected.


She figured he must have used the Force and put it out of mind, continuing to apply paint to the wall. Her revitalized starbird started to come into finer shape.


From behind, there came the soft rustle of fabric. Ezra hissed sharply, as if in pain, and Sabine idly let her eyes glance in his direction, drifting away from her work.


Her wandering gaze locked on Ezra as he finished tugging off his shirt and then... widened slightly.


Her head went oddly blank, the spray can's hisssssss sounding like empty background static in her ears.


Since when had Ezra's back been so... sculpted?


Her eyes traced the fine lines of his body, drinking in the sharp angles that made up his shoulder plates. He seemed so much more defined than she remembered, and her focus began to take up more and more with the swaths of skin normally hidden by his jacket.


He had a bleeding gash on his left shoulder, just out of fingertip reach, probably the source of his need for the medkit. A half-dozen other little faded scars made an interesting constellation of faint beige and white marks. But it was the way his tanned skin moved and shifted over the lean sinews underneath that had her most fascinated.


Sabine's eyes were drawn in, unthinkingly, watching the stretch and pull of his muscles as he wrestled his sleeves off his arms. She was having trouble reconciling her previous mental image of Ezra—as a skinny, scrawny, bean-pole like waif—with what she was presented with now, the effects of his Jedi training (and possibly a growth spurt?) evident in the curve of his biceps, the dip where neck met shoulder. She didn't know how many times she had watched him and Kanan running lightsaber drills but they had clearly paid off; even from the back Sabine could tell he was not over-muscled, but toned and athletic.


She wished vaguely for her charcoals, so she could sketch him. She would have killed for anatomy reference like this back when she was first developing as an artist.


Warmth seemed to be gathering in her face, particularly under her cheeks. She marveled with more than a little aesthetic appreciation at the canvas of Ezra's back and had the vague desire for him to turn around so she could see his front because wow.


Wow.


He did turn a bit, but only his head, glancing over his shoulder and then looking at her with some concern.


"Uh, Sabine?" he called.


Sabine full-body startled, twitching, face locking with mortification that she'd been caught staring.


"What?" she blurted, hearing her heartrate loud in her chest.


Ezra pointed past her towards her painting. "Did you mean to use that much red?" he asked.


Confused for a moment, Sabine looked back at the wall, then jolted as she realized while she'd been gawking her finger had stayed continually on the spray can button, slowly increasing the circle of crimson until it was bleeding down the wall in drips.


"Shavit!" she cursed, immediately yanking her hand away, releasing the trigger. The can slipped out of her grip, bounced awkwardly against her hands as she scrambled to catch it, fumbling an embarrassingly long moment. She finally managed to grab it and, panicking, flung it away, out the open hallway door—an indignant "Ow!" sounded from Zeb—then frantically grabbed up a cloth from the floor and began dabbing at the dripping paint streaks.


She rubbed and rubbed but the paint just smeared, red blurring her formerly clean-edged lines, looking like a gaping blaster wound. Sabine's face twisted with chagrin and frustration as she assessed the damage.


Nope, unsalvageable. She'd have to repaint over the whole thing.


Simmering, Sabine returned the cloth to the wall to continue blotting the wet paint, her momentary anger and dismay fading as she stole a glance back at Ezra.


His shirt was laying on the table now. His gloves were off as well, she noticed, as he snapped open the medkit and started rustling through it, and her eyes were drawn to the careful dexterity of his fingers, wondering when the callouses on his palms had happened.


Sabine swallowed, deliberately turning her head back forwards. But the lines of Ezra's figure had imprinted themselves on her brain; she couldn't forget them. Her mind spun in slightly bewildered circles. Had she really just been staring at Ezra?


His grunts of frustration grew increasingly agitated. Against her better sense she looked back, noticing that he was struggling to reach his shoulder wound. She watched him strain his arms in different configurations for a few moments. (And absolutely did not run her eyes over them as well.) Biting her lip, she dropped her cleaning cloth and stepped over.


"Here," she said, "lemme help."


She took the antiseptic swabs from his hand, and he paid her a grateful smile, which did something funny and unexpected to her insides.


"Thanks," he said. He turned forward, leaning slightly on his hands. "It looks worse than it is," he promised. "Stings like hell though."


Sabine took position behind him, raising one of the swabs and trying not to think about how smooth his skin looked. The gash in his shoulder did look pretty nasty, jagged-edged and fairly deep. She pressed the soaked cloth to the wound.


"Oww!" Ezra yelped, flinching in complaint. "That doesn't help!" he cried.


Sabine said nothing. Normally she might have responded back with a barbed quip about his pain tolerance, or a stern admonition to hold still. Not today though. Today, she just gently wiped the crusted blood away, carefully cleaning the wound, eyes fixed on her work, even as her focus drifted and fragmented, distracted by the patterns her eyes were drawing in his scars.


She dabbed softly, chewing on her teeth. Ezra made quiet little hisses as she tended to him, his face pinching.


Several moments passed quietly like this. Sabine eventually finished disinfecting the gash. She set the pink-stained pads aside on the table, and Ezra dutifully passed her a bacta patch. Her fingers tingled as his brushed hers, rough and warm.


She tramped down on the flutter that passed through her chest. Her mouth dry, she forced herself to concentrate on peeling the backing off the bacta patch. She lined it up and then carefully pressed it down, getting a soft exhale of relief from Ezra as the bacta began soothing at once.


Sabine smoothed out the edges of the patch, briefly letting her fingers continue on to trace one of his older scars. Thin and straight, small, like the nick from a kind of blade. A memory murmured back to her of Ezra bragging about having survived a street fight once; she wondered if maybe this scar was a souvenir from that. And this circular one across his spine to the right... was it from that blaster shot he'd taken in the back on their mission to Abafar their first year working together? Kanan had been so freaked out, wouldn't even let anyone near his bedside for two days. She stopped herself millimeters from touching it, her hand hovering over his tanned skin. Stopped herself from exploring every beautiful mark and curve and line.


Aware that her face was definitely flaming now, Sabine pulled herself back with an over-loud clearing of her throat, dropping her eyes immediately towards the floor.


"All set!" she squeaked. "I... gotta go... paint something," she stammered, leaving her worktable and spray cans and actual painting behind and fleeing straight out the door, brushing swiftly past Zeb as he trundled in.


Holding the sore spot on his head, Zeb paid her a curious look as she disappeared inside her room.


"What's with her?" he asked, thumbing over his shoulder in confusion.


Ezra looked equally as clueless, blue eyes staring after her. "Dunno," he replied, pushing up straight and beginning to pick up the trash.


-SWR-


Sabine pressed her hands over her cheeks, willing the heat in them to go away. Her mind was in disarray and spinning, dizzy from what had just happened.


Every time she closed her eyes all she could see was that moment that Ezra had pulled his shirt up to reveal the smooth browned skin underneath.


She groaned, leaning her head back miserably on the wall.


I can not have just been ogling Ezra, she denied, though her still-red cheeks and thumping heart seemed to confirm just that fact.


Slowly, she took in a deep breath. It had just caught her off-guard, that was all. She'd been so busy running missions for the Rebellion that she just hadn't noticed Ezra... growing up.


But... hadn't she? Hadn't there been moments when he surprised her with his maturity, reacted in a way she hadn't expected of him? Hadn't she watched his posture grow straighter, his bearing more stern and somber, over the years she'd known him?


How had she not noticed?


Sabine exhaled heavily, smearing her palms down her face. Her fingers itched to do something—draw, paint, shoot, whatever—all she knew was that she couldn't go back out there right now, not in this state.


She grabbed a sketchbook from under her bunk, found a stray charcoal from somewhere, and furiously scribbled, exporting her cauldron of emotions into sharp black lines on a blank page. It didn't wind up being anything but it seemed to help, and Sabine hoped whatever this onslaught of unidentifiable emotions and feelings was, it would be gone by tomorrow.


-SWR-


Sabine's internal crisis did not, in fact, abate the next day.


Nor the next.


In fact, now she was noticing other attractive qualities about Ezra besides his finely-sculpted back—something she appreciated on a purely aesthetic level, she told herself over and over.


Like the way his cheeks dimpled when he smiled. Or like how cute the serious scrunch of his eyebrows was. The lines of his jaw were sharper and more pronounced too, she'd noticed, and more than once it had distracted her while he was speaking.


It wasn't fair. Ezra was... Ezra, he wasn't allowed to be... attractive! He wasn't supposed to have shoulder blades that could cut glass or thin musculature that made him look agile and virile.


Sabine fumed more than once about the predicament she found herself in. As if it wasn't enough that Ezra had lost his former gangliness and filled out an admittedly appealing physical body, Sabine's mind was taking note of every casual compliment he paid her, every moment his blue eyes shone at her with a light that made her want to melt underneath its radiance.


Her tortured mind chewed itself to pieces and her sketches were more and more winding up being studies of him; his eyes, his face, his torso from every angle.


Even now, sitting and listening to what was supposed to be an important intelligence briefing, she found her eyes going back and forth from stealing glances at Ezra across the room—cross-armed and attentive, the definition in his back showing even through his jacket—to her doodlings of him on a scrap of paper, posed mid lightsaber swing with a cavalier expression.


When she realized that was what she was doing, instead of paying attention to Draven's agitated gestures at the holodisplay, Sabine groaned softly, put aside her pencil, and quietly excused herself to the 'fresher.


She splashed water on her face, which was—once again—embarassingly hot.


Get a grip, she told herself. You're not some tittering lovestruck bimbo. And that's Ezra.


Yeah, another part of her quietly argued back. Ezra. The boy she'd grown up with, who she knew more intimately than anyone else. The boy who was probably her best friend in the galaxy. The boy who could be so kind and brave and sometimes a big idiot but always with the most sincere of intentions.


The boy who, admittedly, had absolutely gorgeous back muscles.


"Kriiiiiiiiiff," she moaned under her breath, her hands clawing into her face. This couldn't be happening to her. What was she supposed to do now? Should she bury her feelings? Ignore them? Confess them? Were they feelings?


She cursed again, this time silently in her head. I need help, she realized.


-SWR-


Three days later she broke down and sought out Hera.


Carefully approaching the Twi'lek pilot when she knew Hera would be busy working on updating the ship's logs—and Ezra would be offworld—Sabine stepped nervously into the cockpit.


"Hera? Can I talk to you?" she began, already nervous, glancing behind at the open door as if Ezra was going to magically appear in the hallway and overhear.


"Mmmn?" Hera hummed, tilting an ear cone even though she didn't stop working. "What is it, Sabine?"


Sabine's face twisted as she wrestled with how to start. Her fingers wrung together in front of her, squeezing, agitated. "Have... you noticed anything... different about Ezra lately?" she asked, already regretting this conversation.


Green eyes landed on her briefly, as Hera darted them. "Different how?"


"Like..." Force, why was she doing this? This was embarrassing. "Any... physical changes... in particular?"


Hera smiled faintly, fondly, as she tapped on her datapad, glancing back and forth from her records to the report. "Well he has had a bit of a growth spurt and filled out a little," she said.


"Yeah, I... noticed," Sabine said with chagrin.


"Seems our efforts to feed him properly have finally paid off," Hera continued to comment. She glanced up from her work fully now, gaze on Sabine. "Why do you ask?"


Sabine's mouth went a bit dry at Hera's quizzical stare. "It's just... it-it's been..." she stammered. Her eyes dropped towards her nervously twisting hands. "...distracting," she finally muttered.


She could feel more than see Hera's eyebrow raising.


"Go on," Hera prompted, a new tone in her voice that Sabine wasn't entirely sure she appreciated.


Nevertheless, she steeled herself with a deep breath and began to properly explain her dilemma.


"What I mean is... I keep—" Sabine fumbled, "—staring at him like an idiot!" She began to pace in a tight circle, gesturing sharply. "He enters the room, I immediately look at him. He gets up to leave, my eyes follow him all the way to the door." Follow the shape of his back, Sabine's mind unhelpfully reminded her, making her face heat. "He could be two feet from me and I'll keep sneaking glances, as if I could somehow forget what he looks like in the 2.7 seconds I look away!"


Hera was turned around in her seat now, her datapad hanging casually in her hand over the back. "What are you looking at when you stare at him, exactly?" she asked.


"Everything?" Sabine's face squinched as she answered. "His hair, his eyes, his face, his back, his—"


She broke off, mortified that her head was continuing its visual catalogue of Ezra's assets right along down to a... lower area.


There was a keen and unusual gleam in Hera's eyes as she tilted her head, the corners of her lips starting to twitch up.


"Sabine, are..." she asked, curious and amused-sounding, "...are you... attracted... to Ezra?"


"No!" Sabine cried immediately, horrified, eyes wide. Her immediate panic abated and she started to shrink into herself, shoulders curling. "Maybe?" she amended. Her hands covered her face miserably. "I don't know, I just—!"


Hera watched, bemused, as the girl screamed quietly into her palms.


Sabine lifted her head and paced again.


"And it's not just that he's cute now—really really cute—" she admitted. "—but it's like he's a constant thought in my head. His smile makes me happy. I like watching him fight. I've drawn him so many times I've lost count." She kicked the stem of the passenger chair a bit as she continued. "I even like his stupid Loth-cat jokes."


"He tells Loth-cat jokes?" Hera chuckled, entirely too amused by this development than Sabine liked.


"Yeah. Terrible ones!" Sabine stopped moving, sagging deeply into the rear passenger seat with her hands once again pressed to her face. "I'm going insane, Hera!" she complained.


Hera straightened, turning forward briefly in order to set down her datapad. "Sounds to me like you just have a very normal crush," she said, turning back around and draping her arms across the seat.


"Yeah. On Ezra," Sabine emphasized, looking up from her hands with a glare.


Hera shrugged. "So?" she challenged.


"So what do I do?" Sabine wailed. "The Alliance doesn't exactly cover this in briefings!"


"Have you thought about... telling him?" Hera suggested, failing to hide her amused smile.


Sabine's features gawped even wider. "I can't do that!" she cried.


"Why not?" Hera pressed.


"He could like me back!" Sabine said, looking mortified.


"He could—" Hera straightened the chair underneath her. "Sabine," she said with exasperation. "Would it really be that terrible if the boy you like returns your feelings?" she asked.


Sabine struggled to answer that for a moment. "I..." She bit her lip, the front of her chest shuddering. Glimmers of actual fear and panic flickered across her face, as she wrestled with her words. "We... we're in the middle of a war," she squeaked out, finally.


"Never stopped Kanan and me," Hera pointed out.


"But that's different!" Sabine burst.


Hera raised an eyebrow in challenge. "How so?"


"It just..."


Sabine trailed off, chewing on her lip again, her hands tightening around her elbows self-protectively. A serious mood seemed to fall across the cockpit, the moment drawing out uncomfortably as Sabine stayed silent.


Sobering, Hera's lekku went slack and she paid Sabine a concerned, pitying look.


"What are you afraid of, Sabine?" she asked softly.


Sabine inhaled, sides shaking slightly. Her fingers gripped tighter around her elbows, all her doubts and worries brimming at the surface of her mind like unsettled water. "I... I'm afraid of losing him just when I... when we figure this—us—whatever this is out," she confessed. She dropped her eyes, staring towards her lap. "I'm afraid he'll think I'm leading him on, playing him for a fool."


"Why do you think that?" Hera nudged.


Sabine made a sour twist with her mouth. "Because I spent so much of that first year repeatedly emphasizing that I wasn't interested."


"Funny how things happen, isn't it?" Hera chuckled. Warming, the woman leaned forward, reached out a hand and placed it on Sabine's knee. "I'm not going to tell you what you should do," she said. "But if you want my advice? You should be honest with him." She squeezed Sabine's knee with motherly affection. "Take a risk. Try it out," she encouraged.


Sabine blew a puff into her short bangs. "I think I'd rather bury myself in the Atollon sand," she muttered.


Hiding her disappointment Hera shrugged, withdrawing and swiveling her chair back around. "Well, it's your decision," she commentated in a falsely over-the-top fashion. "I can't make your choices for you. You'll regret not saying anything though, mark my words."


Sabine paid the pilot a withering look. "I'm sure," she drawled. Heaving herself up she huffed, "Thanks Hera, this was... less than helpful. If you need me I'll be in my room, screaming into a pillow and probably drawing Ezra's profile for the millionth time."


Hera gave no heed to her snark, focusing very intently on her task. Sabine got the sense, however, that they weren't done talking about the issue.


She stood up and walked stiffly out of the cockpit, choosing to ignore the entire embarrassing conversation.


-SWR-


Two days after Ezra got back from his mission, Hera forced the issue, assigning both of them to dish duty after dinner.


Sabine's head screamed in incoherent dismay as she watched Ezra join her in the kitchen, already removing his bracers and rolling up his sleeves. Sabine grudgingly admired her view of his forearms, even as she stabbed dishes into the sloshing water and tried to pretend he wasn't there.


Things proceeded silently, and amicably enough, even though Sabine was hyper-aware of his presence, sneaking little glances at him from time to time.


Stars but he was so pretty! How had she ever failed to notice how the light caught the depths of his eyes just so, how smooth and defined the lines of his face were?


She turned aside with a blush, idly rinsing a plate and scraping food particles off it with her sponge.


She jolted a little as Ezra spoke up.


"So... Sabine," he said, "what do they have you up to these days? Feels like I haven't seen you in a while."


Immediately a sharp needle point of nervous anxiety pierced up through her head. "Oh! Well—" she fumbled. She tried for a shrug. "They've been keeping me pretty busy." Lie. "They had me reorganizing the munitions supply just last week." Another lie. "Haven't even had time to sketch." Blatant lie, Hera was going to kill her if she found out about this conversation. Sabine's fingers tightened on the plate edge, remembering the Twi'lek's urge for honesty, guilt shaving through her.


Ezra didn't seem aware of her internal crisis.


"That's good to hear." He grinned at her. "If I didn't know better, I'd think you were avoiding me or something."


"Oh I definitely haven't been doing that," Sabine said under her breath.


"Sorry?"


"Nothing!" she quickly covered, brush scratching furiously at her plate for a few moments before she deliberately turned away from him, sticking her plate in the rack with jittery fingers.


Silence fell for a moment, and Sabine's cheeks heated, in spite of herself. She stole another peek at him, and dismayed at how her heart fluttered at the sight of his face.


"How uh... how's the shoulder?" she asked, trying to change the subject.


Ezra lifted his arm and rolled said shoulder a bit, almost causing Sabine a meltdown as she watched the muscles flex beneath his skin—definitely not the effect she'd been intending!—and said, "Still a little sore but healing okay. Thanks for helping with it."


His beam did things to her insides that had a growl building up from her stomach.


She let the frustration rise, let it became an aggravated groan as she jerked around to face him. "All right, Hera's right, I can't let this keep festering," she said. Her heart thumped heavily as she turned eyes up on Ezra, pinching and emotional. "You've... grown up a lot Ezra," she began. "In ways I didn't expect and... hadn't realized until now."


The eye contact proved too much for her and her gaze dropped, looking aside, shyly, the heat on her cheeks burning and uncomfortable.


Still, she pressed on ahead.


"I... I don't want things to change between us, I..." She swallowed. "I like being comfortable around you, how you put me at ease, how I know I can just always rely on you to be there for me..." The words were spilling freely now, unleashed. Sabine couldn't have stopped them if she tried. "I don't want to lose that."


She swallowed, a dry, thick gulp that panged on the way down.


"But I want more," she confessed.


She risked a look up at him.


His eyebrows were furrowing cutely, confused, his eyes were squinted, looking at her with a bizarre stare.


"Sabine, what are you saying?" he asked.


Oh Manda, he was oblivious.


Sabine huffed, stepped closer and jabbing a finger into his collar. "I'm saying I think I like you, idiot!" she snapped.


There was a long... awkward pause as Ezra processed that.


"...What?" he finally blurted.


Sabine snorted in a long-suffering fashion. "I like you, Ezra," she repeated.


She watched the gears turn in his mind, behind the clueless sheen in his eyes, saw the moment something clicked and he grew animated, agitated.


"Wait—" he said, his brain working overtime to comprehend her. "You... like me? As in, like me like me?" he asked for clarification, gesturing with agitated motions.


She sighed heavily.


"Yes."


"You like me?!" Ezra asked again, shriller.


"Apparently!" Sabine cried, throwing her hands out.


Ezra was staring bug-eyed at her. "Since when?!"


Sabine grimaced sheepishly. "Since a couple weeks ago?" She swiped her bangs out of her face, nervous. "I mean—That's when I noticed at least but..." The blush was curling pink up her cheeks. "...but it must have been growing for a while now."


"I..." Ezra's mouth opened and closed several times, his jaw slack, looking like a speeder had hit him full throttle.


Sabine waited in awkward apprehension as he tried to speak.


"I don't know what to do with this information," he finally confessed, reeling.


"What d'you mean you don't know?!" Sabine demanded. She got in his face, wide gestures stabbing out. "You were the one that spent half a year flirting with me and begging for my attention!"


"Well yeah, but you weren't interested so I stopped!" Ezra defended. Was it her imagination or were his cheeks turning pink?


"Well—" Sabine stopped, blustering for words, hands open helplessly. "I dunno what else to tell you, I'm interested now."


He added his own agitated open-palmed gestures to the mix, face squinching. "Okay but you see how this might be a little confusing for me—"


"Ezra!"


"Ilikeyoutoo!" he blurted, squeezing his eyes and fists closed, bracing.


The silence that followed washed over her with a soundless rush, giddiness spreading through her stomach. She stared, happily dazed, as Ezra risked peeking an eye open to gauge her reaction.


When it became evident that she was not going to slap him, he relaxed a bit, his shoulders uncurling from their tensed stiffness.


"I like you too, Sabine," he said, the soft warmth in the words almost heavenly, making bells clang in her heart.


A grin stole across her face, the giddy rush swirling around inside her head. "Never really got over your stupid crush huh?" she teased, smile almost cracking her cheeks.


He glanced off, bashful. One hand moved up and rubbed at his neck. "I still think you're the prettiest girl I know," he admitted, the edges of his cheeks blushing cutely. "But... that all took a backseat to just... knowing you," he said. "Being there for you. No matter what happened." His eyes lowered. "I wasn't... hoping for anything... I just..." The vibrant blues flicked up at her. "...wanted to be your friend."


Sabine's head was still spinning. Vaguely, she felt her hand reaching out, seeking his. "I think I was the opposite," she said. "I let you become my friend and... somewhere along the line I fell in love with you."


Her eyes lifted, met his. Their held gaze was full of so much unspoken.


The blissful moment stretched out.


Ezra coughed and cleared his throat, pulling his hand from hers. "So uh..." he asked, "...what now?"


Sabine was still adjusting, and it took her brain a minute to catch up. She looked down at her hands, fingers clutched together.


"Maybe... maybe we could... kiss?" she suggested. That was what boyfriends and girlfriends did right? Was that what they were now? She didn't care, but she did very much want to at least try it. Hera's admonitions to be bold and unafraid rang in her head.


Ezra, meanwhile, paled and looked like he was popping circuits like a malfunctioning droid.


"I—I mean—I—" he stammered, clearing his throat with effort, "I guess that's okay but—I mean—Are—Are you sure you—you want to?"


Sabine responded by just moving closer, letting her hands drift up to rest on his shoulders.


She closed distance, heart pounding with anticipation.


Very, very carefully, she leaned her head in, tilting her face. Ezra turned his own, trying to allow her space to get closer. She could almost hear his heartbeat, pounding loud in his neck.


She gently pressed her lips against his.


After several seconds, he relaxed into the contact, unsure what to do at first, but eventually putting hands around her waist, holding her softly.


She kept herself in place a long, pregnant moment, enjoying the warmth of him on her lips, the soft sound of his contented breath. She almost let herself sigh against him.


Finally she pulled back and broke the contact, recovering herself with a staggered breath and a long exhale, blowing into his collar.


"Uh..." Ezra mumbled, looking dazed. "Wow..."


Sabine giggled. A tingly kind of relief was flooding through her. After all her agonizing all it had taken was one short conversation. She gazed up at Ezra, her body settling, quiet contentment in her eyes.


His giddy blue eyes gazed back at her.


"Can we do it again?" he asked, grinning a bit too eagerly.


She stepped back, turning aside with a laugh. "Maybe in a little bit," she promised. "Let's finish up here first. Then there's this spot on the east ridge that I've been dying to paint." She looked over her shoulder towards him. "Be honored if you'd join me," she said, voice insinuating.


He nodded. "Of course, my lady," he said, giving an exaggerated bow.


Sabine burst into laughter, one hand grabbing the edge of the sink.


Ezra grimaced. "Too much?" he guessed.


Sabine tried to speak around her chuckles, holding her diaphragm until she'd composed herself. "It's sweet," she finally managed, "but maybe wait until after we've at least gone on a date first."


He shrugged. "Well I know this one plateau that gets an amazing view of the stars," he suggested.


"I'll bring the blankets," Sabine promised. She stacked the last of the dishes in the rack and pulled the stopper to drain the water.


Moving towards the door she let her hand drift out for Ezra to catch, and thrilled when his hand slid easily into hers.


"C'mon," she said. "I owe Hera a thank you."


They walked, hand in hand, into the open room and possibilities.
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Ezra knows what he has to do to save his planet, but he can't leave Sabine in the dark.


Notes


Hello! I'm still hopelessly stranded in the Unknown Regions, but in brighter news, I have a pet spider! No, really, this planet is devoid of sentient beings and only has weird spider creatures. I'm glad I don't have my lightsaber or the first one I saw would have been dead.


Enough of my hate for spiders. Like my other story "The Last Heart To Heart", this is a slight AU focused around Ezra and Sabine having a discussion prior to Ezra sacrificing himself. Obvious Ezrabine. ALL HAIL EZRABINE/SABEZRA! This conversation will take place after "The Last Heart To Heart", but before Ezra's sacrifice.


One quick thing I wanted to address is my portrayal of Sabine. I do my best to stay true to the character so that when you read my story, you can think 'Yeah, that's exactly what so and so would do/say.' In Sabine's case, it's a little harder because for the most part, she has a cold, rough exterior and it's rare we see her emotional side. As a result, I've had to improvise and guess how Sabine would act in this situation. Not to mention her personality is very different from mine. I apologize if it doesn't line up.


Constructive criticism is welcome!


May The Force Be With You,


-Spectre 6


*tries to teach the pet spider how to fetch*


See the end of the work for more notes
'Are you sure this is a good idea?'


'We just lost Kanan, it definitely isn't.'


'There's time to back out and let it play out as intended.'


There was time indeed, but Ezra had made up his mind, despite the fact that he was still questioning it. Ezra trusted Sabine, and she trusted him. The foundation of their relationship was built on trust and honesty, and after the years they had spent together, it felt like a crime to leave her in the dark. She had a right to know, and he needed to clear the air of his emotions and let her know exactly how he felt. It would eat him alive if they never got to talk openly about their relationship and what exactly they were. Not to mention, it would eat him alive if he never got to say something to her that he had felt since day one.


Standing outside her room, Ezra waited for two reasons. 1. He was nervous and going over it in his head one last time. This would be an extremely difficult conversation, especially given all of them were still grieving the loss of Kanan. 2. He knew she was painting. It was unfortunate timing, but it had to be now. Besides, she spent a lot of her time painting - either in silence or with some music going, it wouldn't hurt to interrupt her this once. Something that still annoyed Ezra was Sabine's insistence on painting in private. He understood for her it was an intimate thing, but he still would have loved to watch. It made him cherish the one and only time on his birthday where she had allowed him to.


The rest of the crew was out, giving Ezra plenty of time to stand here and somewhat attempt to figure this out. He had asked all of them if they could go into town for a while so they could talk. Hera and Zeb were curious, with Hera understandably overly concerned. Kriff, poor Hera. Hera had become so silent and withdrawn since the loss of Kanan, her usual motherly role was drowned out by grief. Even Chopper, as annoying as he could be, gave her space and was behaving. Meanwhile, Zeb, in all his humor and attempts to lighten the mood, nudged Ezra on the shoulder and grinned. "Alone time, huh?" he teased. Though the Lasat was smart enough to understand it was far from that.


His thoughts were interrupted when her door opened. Ezra was right, she had been painting. A small bit had got onto her shirt, which wasn't an issue, Ezra recognized it as a "painting shirt". "Uhh..hey. Can we talk?" He asked, even more shy now that she had caught him off guard.


--


Ezra lurking outside her door was not something Sabine expected, but she knew right away something was off when she saw him. His usual care-free happy go lucky look was nowhere to be found. In the back of her mind, she had always been aware that ever since Malachor, Ezra hadn't been the same. It broke her heart, and she knew he still blamed himself. This was a different kind of "off", though. Sabine normally would have assumed it was a result of recent events, but it "felt" like something else. In place of his smile that warmed her heart (she'd never admit it out loud) was a serious look that she rarely saw from him. Sabine had long noticed that whenever Ezra saw her, he smiled - either consciously or unconsciously. There was no smile to be found, and that worried her. "Yeah, want to come in?" she asked.


"We can talk in the common room." He said, knowing she'd probably prefer that. "I asked the others to give us some privacy."


Now Sabine really didn't like this. It was rare for secrets to be kept between the crew, yet Ezra had the Ghost cleared out so they could talk. In any other scenario Sabine would have made him wait while she changed her shirt, but this felt like a time sensitive thing. Sabine silently followed him to the common room, all the while trying to guess what this could be. She sat down at the table, waiting.


What would have been smart was to plan out what he'd say. Ezra dismissed this idea, wanting to be sincere and raw with Sabine, not have a script ready to read. He sat down across from her, his eyes locked onto hers. "I shouldn't be telling you any of this." he started. "but I feel like you deserve to know, and it wouldn't feel right of me to keep quiet. I had a vision.."


Ezra both felt and could see her disgust, and quickly held up his hand "Trust me, I'm not happy either." he said, then continued. "Thrawn's fleet comes to Lothal with the intent of having a final showdown. The way he thinks it'll go is that I surrender myself and he takes me to the Emperor. " Ezra shook his head. "What actually happens is that I call the Purrgil to come and take Thrawn's fleet away from Lothal." Sabine's eyes narrowed, he knew she wasn't happy and had questions.


'Here goes nothing.' Ezra thought, then continued. "I'm on Thrawn's ship when the Purrgil show up, and I sacrifice myself" That was it, he braced himself. He knew from the second he had this vision she'd hate it, but to be saying it to her and knowing what was coming? He was somewhat terrified.


Sabine didn't move for a few seconds as she registered it. Thrawn's fleet comes to Lothal, Ezra surrenders himself, Purrgil come to help and he what?!?! When his words clicked, she glared. "Ezra Bridger! You better not be telling me what I think you are!"


Ezra nodded slowly. "I am. The Purrgil take us far away, but I survive." If anything, he hoped including the part about him surviving would lessen her anger at least a little.


Before she even realized what she was doing, Sabine had jumped up and grabbed Ezra by his shirt, her eyes screaming anger, worry and sadness. "We just lost Kanan and now you want to selfishly add yourself to the death toll?" She screeched. This could not be happening, not again, not to Ezra, not to them.


Ezra flinched at her actions and her tone. He hadn't anticipated a violent reaction, but thinking about it now, it wasn't surprising. He didn't blame her, though. She had every right to be this way. Ezra looked deeply into her eyes, registering how scared she was - something that was unusual for the feisty Mando. "Sabine, please." He said softly, and placed his hand over the one that had a death grip on him. "Sit down and let me explain."


Everything in Sabine was saying to lock Ezra in a cell and make sure he didn't leave them...leave her. It was tempting, and boy oh boy did she want to, but Sabine wasn't completely devoid of reason. "Alright, but if I don't like it, you are not leaving this ship even if I have to stun you every time you wake up!"


Ezra had to chuckle, both because he knew it was true and because this was the behavior he loved and expected from Sabine. "Thrawn's fleet comes to Lothal, and they bombard the city until I give myself to him. Thrawn will think he has me. He'll think he finally bested me. That will be my key. The Purrgil will come, grab the entire Imperial fleet and take us somewhere far away in order to save Lothal."


Sabine sighed sadly in understanding. If his home was threatened, Ezra would act. He was selfless, reckless and [sometimes] smart in these situations. There had been plenty of times where Ezra would recklessly race in to save someone, and others where he came up with a plan. Gone were the days of his recklessness. The boy - no, the man, Ezra had become was calculating and took time to think and plan. Which meant Ezra had already planned for this conversation. Which meant he knew beforehand. Sabine's eyes narrowed again to a death glare. "How long?"


Ezra felt her anger boiling and gulped. 'I don't like this.' "H-How long what?"


Sabine jumped from where she was sitting, again grabbing his collar and pushing him against the bench. "How long have you known you were doing this?"


In any other scenario, their closeness would be a turn on. Right now, it was petrifying! Sabine was furious, every part of her body, especially her eyes, wanted blood. "S-since a few nights before...before we lost Kanan."


In a flash of anger, a flash of desperation and scared out of her mind, she hit Ezra. Not playfully in the shoulder, not a "stop being stupid", she punched him right in the jaw. Sabine stared at him for several minutes in silence as the cogs turned, the anger she felt never leaving her face. He knew this entire time but said nothing! He knew what Kanan would do, and knew what he had to do, but said nothing! Similar to Kanan, Ezra wasn't even supposed to tell her. There had been a chance he would have done this without her knowing beforehand, leaving Sabine in the dark about her best friend. It was true, Ezra said he was leaving, said nothing about dying, but that didn't smooth anything over. He didn't know for sure what would happen, this was something Sabine was positive about.


After years, they had become so close. Best friends that, as much as Sabine hated to admit, more than likely had a deeper relationship than that going on. A relationship she was trying to avoid and put off both because of the war, and also due to how she is. There's always time. There's always tomorrow. There's always next week. Ezra will be here tomorrow, still fawning over me. These were the things she told herself to justify shutting him down and avoiding thinking about it. Now everything seemed to be collapsing before her eyes. There wasn't tomorrow, there wasn't always time, and there wasn't next week. Ezra wouldn't be here next week. The thought of not having Ezra around scared Sabine to the point where she was uncomfortable. Never before had she felt like this towards someone, not even Ketsu.


When she finally spoke, her voice sounded small and broken. "I can't lose you."


Ezra's heart broke. There had only been one other time he saw Sabine be this emotional, and that was when they were on Mandalore. He had to admit, her reaction caught him by surprise. He knew she cared, but didn't know it was this much. The longer he stayed near her, the harder it was for him to live with himself. Throwing caution to the wind, he reached out and grabbed her waist, pulling her so she was sitting on his lap. He was relieved she didn't fight, mainly because he didn't want to be hit again. 'It still hurts,' he internally chuckled. "Sabine," he said softly, looking into her eyes.


He could see and feel her fear - fear of being alone, fear of losing someone she cared about. "You're not going to lose me. From the first day I saw you, I was in love. Sure, I was annoyingly flirty and hopeless, but I was already yours. I've spent my teenage and few short adult years with you. I couldn't imagine spending the rest of it without you."


A small tear found its way out, something that was foreign to Sabine - at least around others. Sabine had always known Ezra had a crush, but she never imagined it blossomed to love. Certainly not something she had thought about lately given how Ezra stopped most of his flirting. Here and there he'd make a joke, but she had never thought it went deeper than that. To hear him say he loved her, it made her feel warm. This was one of the very few times in Sabine's life where she was emotionally fragile, where she was an open book. Part of her hated this vulnerability, while another part was grateful that she could finally open up fully to someone. If only she was doing this under better circumstances.


A small hint of pink filled Sabine's cheeks from his words. "You're still annoying...sometimes." She chuckled, playfully hitting him after wiping away some tears. Sabine looked into Ezra's eyes, hesitating on something he said. Love was a foreign concept to Sabine. She didn't understand or know anything of it in terms of feeling that way towards someone non family. "Day one, huh?" she said with a smirk.


Ezra laughed. "Sometimes is better than all the time." He smiled at her, moving his hand to caress her hair. "And as odd as it is, yes. I had a feeling about you, and after you took your helmet off, my heart was already yours." Love at first sight? Did that actually exist? He didn't know.


Instinctively, Sabine leaned her head in to his touch. "Boys." She rolled her eyes, teasing "See a pretty girl and you lose your mind."


"Correction," Ezra started. "See THE most beautiful girl you ever will see."


Sabine playfully scoffed. "You're just trying to get a kiss out of me." Which isn't a bad thing. Wait, what? Glad I didn't say it. or am I?


Ezra blushed now. "Did it work?"


Sabine had to quickly decide what to do. Kiss him and surprise him, or do nothing as he expects. She wanted to kiss him, but also had things to say still. "Ezra," She started, now collected and a little calmer. "You can't promise me you won't die as a result of this. You don't even know where you'll end up! What if they drop you on a frozen planet like Hoth? How is someone born on Lothal and only knows warm planets, going to survive freezing temperatures? What if they put you on an undiscovered planet with no sentient life? How will I know where to find you? How will you live?"


All Ezra could do was shrug. "I trust that the Force will help and guide me through it."


Sabine scoffed. "You're betting your survival on the Force? The very Force that told you and Kanan to sacrifice yourselves? You're willing to bet your life..." she hesitated, still fighting with what to say and how much she was willing to expose to him. Kriff it! She didn't have the luxury of keeping her thoughts private in this moment. "...and our future together on the Force?"


What Ezra planned to say got caught in his throat. 'Our future together'. It hit him hard. He hadn't properly considered a long term future. Ezra, like the rest of the crew, had played it day by day. Ezra wasn't sure about the others, but for him, he'd never planned ahead for a personal life. His plans always involved the Empire. The possibilities of what a future with Sabine could look like flooded his head, which made him feel worse - if that was possible at this point. "The Force is all I've ever had," Ezra said sadly. "It's the one thing the Empire can't take away from me, the last thing of my blood family that I have. I know, this is crazy, and I know it's hard, but I have to trust that I'm being led to the best option - if not the only."


Ezra's hand reached out and cupped her cheek, to which she instinctively nuzzled into. "I love you." 'Can't believe I said that out loud!' Ezra quickly thought, then continued. "It kills me I'm doing this, it kills me not to know how long I'll be gone or even if I'll be found. I hate no longer being in the fight against the Empire, but there is a reason for it. Sabine," Ezra stared into her eyes. "I'm going to need you, and will be relying on you more than ever to find me and bring me home." It was a big ask, and a big responsibility. Part of him was drowning in guilt that he had put this on her.


Time seemed to stop for Sabine. "I love you." Three very powerful words that no one in her family had ever said to her before. Words so powerful that it created a panic within her. "Love." It wasn't a reaction to Ezra or his feelings, but to the words themselves.


Before he had even said it, Sabine already had planned to find him. What she didn't know was how. Would she have help? Would there be clues? She hated not knowing. There was another aspect to it that wasn't addressed. "What about Lothal? Who will protect it? Who will keep the Empire away if they come looking for Thrawn's fleet?"


Ezra smiled. "You will," He said with a sly grin, then continued seeing her confusion. "I said you'd come find me, I never said how soon you'd leave to do it."


Sabine stared stupidly. "And why won't I start my search right away?"


Ezra could have sworn with everything he said, she got madder. "Lothal still needs someone to watch over it. You will be the foundation of a Lothal defense force. In time, Ryder will step up to help you and lead his people. Until then, Lothal is under your protection. I trust you, and I know that my home is in good hands while I'm away." Frankly, he couldn't think of anyone better to keep the peace.


An argument bubbled in Sabine, but seeing Ezra's face and knowing that for him to say that - to say she is an integral part of Lothal's protection - was true, and Ezra was putting all his trust into her. The thought made her stop. In all her rage, fright and selfishness of losing him, she hadn't stopped to think how he must have felt. Losing his parents, being homeless, losing Kanan - who had become his foster father - all of that and Ezra was only 19. Sabine's arms snaked out and wrapped themselves around Ezra, hugging him. "Can you at least tell me if after this is all said and done we can live a happy, normal life together?"


The words formed, and Ezra wanted to say them, but he couldn't. He'd never lie to Sabine, and telling her it would all be over and they could live happily ever after would be a lie. "I don't know.." he said softly, leaning into her embrace. "My gut tells me no, that the Empire will still be kickin."


Sabine sighed. One could hope. "As long as you're back home, it doesn't matter. We'll pick up where we left off." she smiled softly, then started thinking. Where would he go? How far away? Any specific place?


Ezra could see the gears moving. "What?" he asked.


"You really don't know where you'll end up?" she asked. It was something she couldn't get over. Ezra may have trusted the Force not to kill him, but Sabine didn't. "Not even a hint?"


Ezra shook his head. "It had to be random, gave me a greater chance at taking Thrawn's fleet far, far away."


Tactically it made sense, and she hated to agree with it. "If doing this doesn't end the Imperial threat, there has to be another solution. The Rebellion has resources, they could easily come and help." Sabine knew she was grasping at straws, that the Rebellion would give them some bullshit excuse for why they wouldn't get involved. "Okay, never mind that."


Ezra laughed. "That's the Sabine I know, trying to keep up the fight." The attempts to lighten the mood worked a little, but he could tell Sabine was still struggling.


Deep down, Sabine knew she had lost this battle before it started. She knew what Ezra had to do, and there was no stopping him, but she had to at least try. Sighing in defeat, she nodded. "I know." Awkward silence filled the next several minutes as neither person knew what to say. Sabine wasn't sure what to do. Part of her screamed to embrace Ezra and his feelings before he left, to be close with him and spend some time being close. Another part of her was terrified at the thought, such closeness to someone else was a foreign concept. Intimacy was not her forte.


While Sabine struggled with those thoughts, Ezra was reflecting on everything that led to this point. The loss of his parents, spending years homeless and having to steal to survive. Most nights he had slept on the street or in a back alley. To go from that life to this - to having a home and sacrificing himself for it - felt surreal. He could still remember the first day he transitioned into the homeless life. Ezra had stayed in his parent's house for as long as possible, living off the food, enjoying his bed and staying safe. Being a little boy with zero survival instincts, he didn't grasp the concept of rationing food. The food that was in the house didn't last long, and Ezra knew he had to find food on his own, but he didn't realize how much his life would change. The entire crew, especially Sabine, helped to make his adult life enjoyable. "I'll never forget the first time we met." he laughed. "You always knew how to make an entrance."


Sabine laughed, then reached over and punched Ezra in the arm. "That's for drooling when you saw me without my helmet." she snickered, proud of herself.


Ezra fake pouted. "Hey! That was a compliment, why are you abusing me?!" This playfulness had been their "thing" for years. It was, in a weird way, part of their bond.


Sabine rolled her eyes. "Oh Ezra, that's not abuse! Abuse would be letting Zeb borrow my art supplies to draw on your face while you slept." Seeing this as her possible opportunity, Sabine got up. "In fact, maybe I should go get them ready.


Ezra shot up, shaking his head. "You wouldn't dare! Besides, your art supplies is sacred. You wouldn't waste it on me."


Sabine purposely made it look like she was thinking that over. "True, my supplies are sacred, but nothing is a waste when it comes to you." she said shyly, and reached out, taking his hand. "Ez, can...can we spend this last bit of time together in my room?" she asked, her cheeks starting to go red. Sabine really wasn't sure what her plans were once they were in her room, but at least they'd be closer.


Ezra's cheeks were on fire. He had been in Sabine's room before, that was nothing new, but given their conversation and profession of love, Ezra was understandably embarrassed. "Ye-yeah." he said, getting up and taking her hand in his. When he grasped her hand, he couldn't help but have a goofy smile. 'Damnit Bridger, you're an adult. Don't revert back to teenage Ezra who drools.'


Sabine couldn't help but giggle at Ezra's goofy smile, raising an eye. "If you drool, you sleep on the floor." She teased, and led him into her room. In the beginning, Sabine rarely let Ezra into her room. She didn't want some kid with a crush fawning over her, messing with her stuff, or more importantly, interrupting her art. Sometime, somehow, that changed to where Sabine enjoyed having Ezra in her room, she enjoyed letting him watch her paint. Ezra may not have realized it, but for her to allow that? It was her unique form of intimacy.


When they got into her room, Sabine sat on the edge of her bed. Glancing at Ezra, she could see he was unsure. "My bed doesn't bite." she laughed, and got up, grabbing his arm to pull him over to sit down. There were things she wanted to say, but the words wouldn't form. Her emotions were threatening to spill out again. She didn't know what to do, she didn't know if she wanted to be so exposed emotionally. Her body took over for her and moved closer to Ezra, laying her head on his shoulder. She was happy with this, as it saved her from having to speak.


Ezra had waited in the doorway, hesitant to make assumptions and sit on her bed. It was kind of stupid considering how close they were, but he still wanted to respect her privacy and her room. When she dragged him to her bed (something he had dreamed of happening!), they sat in silence, neither of them knowing what to say. Sabine moved, and Ezra felt her head rest on him. With another goofy, but love filled smile forming, he leaned his head against hers. "You don't have to worry, my fiery Mando. This isn't goodbye, it's see you later."


Sabine scoffed, playfully hitting him. "That was terrible!" She didn't retort his "my Mando" portion of that, because she knew it to be true. She was his, he was hers. They were best friends, future lovers, and who knows what else will happen. Which, speaking of love, Ezra had said something earlier which was overshadowed by their discussion. "I love you too, Loth Rat."


End Notes
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Summary


Sabine never let Ezra board the Chimera alone, five years later, they find themselves 27 years in the past. This is their journey through time.


On temporary hiatus


Notes


Please, enjoy this ridiculously long first chapter, I won't promise that all chapters will be this long but I'm going to make sure they're as long as possible.


See the end of the work for more notes
Where in time are we?
5 Aby: Hagan Prime, The Unknown Regions


The frigid air of the planet blew with ferocity, the chill, and layers of snow around them reminded her of Krownest, her home. Five years, five long years since Lothal, traversing the Unknown Regions gathering knowledge lost to time. Hunted down by the Grysk who sought to stop them from uncovering ancient artifacts that could turn the tide of the war in favour of the Chiss.


She came to halt as Thrawn held his hand up, their troop escort pausing in their march. “We shall hold here till Commander Bridger and his scouting party return.” Thrawn’s order echoed over the wind. The mountainous cliffs that towered above them had forced them to disembark the walkers further back. The risk that an avalanche could crush them wasn’t one Thrawn was willing to take.


She didn’t question him; they’d need everything they could get their hands on if they wanted to win this blasted war. Sabine turned, watching their troops drop the equipment they carried, some making grunts of relief, glad to no longer be carrying the heavy crates. It was strange, seeing those she once considered her enemies to now be her comrades on the battlefield.


She remembered the transition from enemies to allies well, it was burned into the back of her mind. A full year until they got to the point where they wouldn’t attack or tense upon seeing each other, another year to get comfortable with the fact that they were now comrades in arm. By the third year, well, they’d started to trust each other with their lives by then.


Another breeze blew through, Ezra’s scouting group had left them ten minutes ago, clearing the path ahead of any potential hostiles. Speaking of Ezra, their relationship had changed significantly over the course of the past five years. Initially great friends and comrades, at some point during their time on the Chimera, they had begun to, well, she was hesitant to say dating.


It was complicated to say the least, with the two of them having no idea where they stood with one another at the start. For the first five months, they had taken it slow, exploring their new relationship with one another, figuring out where they stood. As they now stood, slowly approaching the sixth year of their time dating one another, thoughts of marriage were bound to pop up.


She knew Ezra hadn’t brought it up, but she knew him well enough that he was at least considering it, she had been dwelling on it. Whether she was going to bring it up first or not was to be seen.


The wind shifted, drawing her attention to Thrawn, Ezra was returning from his scouting trip. The dark armour of the Death Troopers flanking him stood out amongst the snow-covered ground. “General Bridger, I take it your scouting venture went as expected?” Thrawn’s ever relaxed voice cut through the wind with ease.


“Nothing that’ll be of any harm to us, but given how little we know about the planet, that might change as night falls.” Sabine smiled as she approached the two, approached her boyfriend. With a quick kiss the two turned as Thrawn waved for their troop to continue onwards, the march ahead would go swiftly, and with luck, relatively easy.


“Catch sight of what we’re marching towards?” The Mandalorian inquired, pulling up Thrawn’s flank alongside Ezra, her helmet held tightly in her grasp as they progressed along the canyon floor.


“No, but I could sense it, the Force is strong here, possibly stronger than the last location we visited.” Ezra smiled, hand resting upon his second lightsaber. “With luck, we might find a few lost holocrons, perhaps some long lost knowledge of the Force.”


Sabine still found it surprising, Ezra’s thirst for knowledge had only grown, though now he wished to preserve the knowledge in the event all else failed, this mysterious hope that Ezra new off. The last five years had changed them both, turned them into military commanders, both wise and skilled in their area of expertise. Thrawn had passed lessons on to the two of them, and they too, passed lessons on to him.


“Perhaps the knowledge to finally build your own holocron so we can stop lugging these crates with us.” One of the troopers joked, the crate he carried contained a vast number of lost holocrons and texts, both Sith and Jedi.


Sabine rolled her eyes in amusement, Ezra always kept two holocrons on him, the two tied to his own heritage. The rest were put into storage and only brought along if the planet they visited was strong in the Force, otherwise they remained within their quarters on the Chimera.


Speaking off the Chimera, the flagship of the Seventh Fleet was currently stationed in orbit, alongside a small taskforce of vessels, both Chiss and Imperial. Their taskforce on full alert, they could never be sure when the Grysk would strike.


“So…” Sabine began, turning her gaze towards Ezra. “Which side of the Force do you sense the most?” The last planet they visited during one of their information gathering trips had been a tomb, a tomb dedicated to a legendary and infamous historical figure, one of great significance to Ezra’s family.


She watched her boyfriend closely, she had learned to read him well, just as he had come to read her. “I sense both the Light and the Dark, it flows in perfect balance, coexisting in peace. No sense of conflict, unlike the last location.”


Sabine remembered how Ezra had acted at the tomb, he’d described the location as a storm of conflict, of pain and love, the two defining aspects of the Light and Dark. “As much as I loved carrying you back to the shuttle last time, try not doing something that forces us to stun you.”


She watched Ezra frown in annoyance, for as long as she’d know him, and how much they’d both changed, she still knew how to get under his skin. “Not my finest moment.” She heard him mutter below his breath, a small smile of amusement forming on her lips.


“We have arrived.”


Thrawn’s announcement caused the group to come to halt, standing before them, built into the canyon wall, was a temple of ancient times. It was difficult to determine just how old it was, but judging by the sculptures, it was older than anything they’d uncovered so far.


“Men, set up a perimeter at the entrance, I want eyes watching all directions.” Sabine moved, following Ezra to the temples entrance. As per the protocol they’d developed with these sights, she and Ezra went first while Thrawn and their men set up the perimeter.


The temples inside was mostly empty, large statures of figures long past decorated the walls while carvings of a battle long lost to history lined the various support pillars dotted around. A series of steps led downwards, a large pit had been carved open, no doubt for meditation.


Around the chamber, smaller pits with stairs sat, each large enough for individuals who wished to sit alone or for a small group. At the far side of the chamber sat a large mural, the same mural she recognised from the Lothal temple, the Father, the Son and the Daughter, the inhabitants of Mortis and physical embodiments of the Force.


“It’s like the Lothal temple.” She observed, had this been the lower chamber of the Jedi temple on Lothal, an ancient structure built by ancient Jedi long ago? Or by an older group of Force Wielders? Perhaps the Cult of Balance were responsible? The questions rung in her head, yet it was Ezra who walked towards the mural first.


“Such fascinating artwork.” Thrawn’s voice echoed within the chamber. She turned, watching the former Grand Admiral walk down the steps, admiring the artwork. “What do you make of all this, General Wren?”


Sabine frowned as she studied the art herself, she’d begun picking up on some of Thrawn’s observation skills when it came to art. She’d been able to learn a few things about the Grysk by studying what little art they could find. “It’s ancient, built more than a thousand of years ago.”


Thrawn nodded. “Indeed, no doubt by those who worshiped Force Wielders as all-seeing gods.”


Sabine turned, glancing around the rest of the chamber, dust and cobwebs had overtaken the place, with nothing else left around, whoever lived or visited this place hadn’t been here for years. A few pebbles littered the ground and smaller rodents scuttled away as she moved to investigate the place further.


She lifted her hand, brushing off a layer of dust, words of an ancient language lost to time sat before her, taunting her with their unknown translation. “Can you sense anything Ezra?” She tilted head upon seeing Ezra’s concentrated expression, no doubt reaching out into the Force for some sign of something.


“We’re not alone.”


Sabine blinked, opening her mouth to question what he meant before the temple rocked, dust and rock fell from the ceiling as one of the Death Troopers raced in. “Grysk ambush, sir.” Sabine moved, helmet sliding into place as she reached for her blasters.


She watched Ezra nod at Thrawn, the order had gone out, the men were to fall back inside the temple, use its carved-out interior for cover while they awaited reinforcements, reinforcements she suspected wouldn’t arrive in time. She ducked down, leaning against the wall as the Stormtroopers fell in behind cover, a few Chiss warriors turning to return fire at their attackers.


“So… any ideas on how we get out of this?” She questioned, watching Thrawn and Ezra, the two had fallen behind their cover, popping out every now and then to fire back at the Grysk warriors assaulting their position.


“Sabine, can you remember how to open the portal?”


She blinked, tilting her head in confusion, the portal to a world between worlds, as Ezra had called it, was what allowed Ahsoka to survive her confrontation with Vader. “Should we really risk allowing the Grysk access to that place?” She wasn’t too keen on allowing the Grysk access to time itself, if they were to access it, they’d keep the portal open and use it to conquer the galaxy before its inhabitants had time to develop space flight.


Thrawn seemed to catch on to her train of thought. “I have to concur with General Wren, is this power something that the Grysk should have?”


Sabine watched her boyfriend ponder, his wisdom having only grown under the tutelage of his ancestors, both the Light and the Dark were his to command, just as his skill with the blade was significantly better than what it had been.


“Sabine, that portal might be our only way out.” Sabine shook her head, firing a volley of blaster fire, taking down a Grysk warrior as he attempted to enter through the window. Ezra was right, it would be their only way out of this situation.


“The two of you shall go, we shall hold them back and blow the temple.” Sabine widened her eyes, looking at Thrawn in surprise.


“But you’re a key leader in this war, what will happen without you?” Sabine argued, watching the Chiss admiral closely, another Grysk attempted to enter, only for Ezra to cut him down with his blade, the green light illuminating his face as he deflected Grysk fire back at them.


“The two of you are more important, the knowledge you have is too invaluable to be lost to the Grysk.” Sabine sighed, Thrawn was right, both she and Ezra had collected so much information, learned so much, that their capture was out of the question. It was death or the portal.


As much as she valued dying a warriors’ death, she preferred to live a few years longer, and finally marry her boyfriend. “Ezra, get you rear end over here now! We’re opening that portal and getting out of here.”


Sabine turned, listening as Ezra raced to her side, the Stormtroopers slowly moved, backing towards them, forming a wall as they fired out towards the Grysk warriors. She turned, talking Ezra through the keys to unlocking the door. Slowly, the figures moved until they were in position.


The portal swirled to life; Sabine turned to Thrawn. “Good luck, Grand Admiral.” She moved, nodding at Ezra. “Together.”


Thrawn turned, watching the two leap into the portal. “So, the great Mitth’raw’nuruodo sends his best warriors to places unknown.” The cruel sharp voice of the Grysk commander snarled, staring the Chiss down. “A shame this is where you meet your end. The secrets of this portal shall be ours to explore and conquer.”


Thrawn raised his weapon, his men doing to the same. “A shame we may never get the chance.” He noted, watching as white light grew brighter and brighter. Before he knew it, all were engulfed by the light, pain soared through their bodies and then, nothing.


22 BBY: Ansion, The Mid Rim


The first thing Ezra noticed about the planet was the grassy plains and hills that dotted the landscape, the fierce winds that blew through were enough to throw him off slightly. Memories of the events that had happened not even seconds ago flooded back into his mind, trapped on Hagan Prime within an ancient temple built by an unknown group, a Grysk attack force ambushing them.


The portal to the world between worlds, it was incomplete, built wrong. It didn’t take them to the world, but, if had to guess, a random point in time, whether it was the future or past, he couldn’t be sure. A groan from beside him alerted him to his girlfriend’s presence.


He turned, watching Sabine rise from her place on the ground. “Where are we?” She blinked, taking a look at her surroundings. “The world between worlds?”


Ezra shook his head. “No, the portal was built wrong, incomplete, we’ve been transported somewhere else in the galaxy.” He paused; the grassy plains reminded him of Lothal. “I think we’ve been transported to a random point in time, but I can’t tell if we’re in the future or the past.”


He wasn’t sure what to do, or where to go, they needed to confirm what period they had ended up in. Until then, they needed a cover story, something to tell while they were trapped in this time. “We need a cover story, something to tell the people until we’ve confirmed what period of time we’ve been flung to.”


He saw Sabine nod, his girlfriend already removing her helmet, the winds blew strong, yet the Force was stronger, Ezra would not allow the winds to knock them down. “Any ideas where to start on this cover story?” He inquired.


“Something to do with the Grysk and Hagan Prime.” Sabine replied. Ezra frowned in response; their story was going to be based in tragedy. It made sense to make it a tragic story, make people sympathetic of their cause and history.


“A massacre, us two being the only survivors we know off.” He began, already making a list of the plausible causes, but if the Grysk were to be used in this story, then it made logical sense for them to be the perpetrators of the massacre.


“A civilization of Mandalorians and Jedi who believed in peace over violence, vanishing into the Unknown Regions, the chaos.” Ezra listened to Sabine’s additions, helping to flesh out their story. He nodded in agreement, so far it was coming together.


“So, we ran into the known galaxy, lesser space, only for our ship to be damaged and shot down by Grysk vessels pursuing us.” Ezra finished, smiling slightly before his smile faded, if they truly were in a different period of time, then the people they’d come to know, to love and treat as family would be gone, they wouldn’t recognise them.


“If we’re in a different period of time, then everyone we’ve ever know, Hera, Zeb…” He trailed off, allowing Sabine to finish his trail of thought.


“Won’t know us, recognise us or be long gone.”


Ezra closed his eyes, allowing his despair out into the Force. As he prepared to withdraw from the Force, something caught his interest, four signatures shined brightly, strong in the light, though one seemed dimmer than the others. Were they Jedi? Or simply other Force sensitives?


What truly caught him off-guard was the fact that they were headed in their direction. Ezra sighed as realisation fell upon him, their arrival would’ve caused a very minor disturbance in the Force, his tapping into the Force would’ve alerted others to his presence as well. With the training he’d received from his ancestors, his presence would be bright, broadcasting both the Light and Dark. “We’ve got guests, I can’t tell if their Jedi or other Force sensitives though.”


He watched as Sabine slid her helmet into place, hands resting close by her blasters. He remained tense, using the Force to keep track of the four signatures, this was their chance to confirm when in the timeline they’d been sent to.


Over the horizon, four cloaked figures moved, two female, two male. Ezra stiffened, one’s presence the Force was so familiar, Obi-wan, they were in the past. “We’re in the past.” He whispered, Obi-Wan wouldn’t risk exposing himself to the Empire. “I sense Obi-Wan among them.”


From the corner of his eye, he saw Sabine nod, her hands moving away from her blasters. He allowed himself to relax, they would be no threat, for now. The pulsing Dark side energies form Revan’s holocron would prove an issue if brought up and he knew it would come up.


“I think we’ve found our disturbance.” Ezra heard one of the Mirialan’s speak, he recognised her as Luminara Unduli. Last time he’d seen her, she was a lifeless corpse, a husk of her former self. But the chance to know her as she lived, was one opportunity he would take.


“Yes, quite right, Master Unduli. Hello there, my name is Obi-Wan Kenobi, Jedi Knight of the Jedi Order.” Ezra raised an eyebrow, best to begin playing their part, a small mental message to Sabine was all it took for her to tilt her head slightly as well.


“Jedi?” Ezra questioned wearily. “History said you were warriors, fighters for the Republic, you don’t look like the soldiers we imagined you to be.” He watched the four Jedi glance at one another, no doubt confused by his observation.


“We’re peacekeepers, not soldiers.” Obi-Wan replied. Ezra felt him reach out in the Force, no doubt trying to test his words, to find out more about him. He clamped his mental shields down hard, extending them to Sabine as well for extra measure.


He watched Obi-Wan look taken back briefly, no doubt by the strength of his mental shields and how he’d been able to extend them to another. He considered reaching out with the Force to probe them, but considered against it, word by word would be the best approach.


“I’m sorry, our ancestors left lesser space shortly after the fall Revan’s Sith Empire, last they knew, you were soldiers for the Republic, not peacekeepers.” Sabine explained, making her voice heard. Ezra nodded in agreement with her, thankful that he had diverged this information to Sabine in private on the Chimera shortly after obtaining the two Holocrons of his ancestors.


Ezra noted Obi-Wan’s look of confusion, the same look that seemed to be shared upon the other three Jedi as well. “Lesser space?” His question hung in the air, no doubt with many more at the tip of his tongue.


“The expanse of space we currently stand in, you most likely know it by another name.” Ezra explained, watching the four nod in understanding. “Our families have been living in the chaos for so long that we’ve forgotten what basic terms you use for regions out here, just you likely know the chaos by another name as well.”


“You are most certainly not from around here.” Luminara noted. Ezra wasn’t surprised, both he and Sabine were acting as if they were strangers on another planet, which wasn’t far from the truth really.


“We come from Hagan Prime, a world we once knew as home, a place of saftey and sanctuary to those who sought it.” Sabine admitted sadly, hands falling to her side.


Ezra was quick to rest a hand on her shoulder. “We have no one to blame but those cursed mind benders.” He watched Sabine relax, their acting was good, and seemed to be fooling the Jedi for now, his mental shields holding strong as well. “Excuse us, it’s been hard these past few weeks.”


“I am not familiar with Hagan Prime, or these mind benders you speak off.” Obi-Wan was curious and Ezra could tell.


“The planet our ancestors came to call home, I’m not surprised really, being from lesser space and all, you haven’t once moved into the chaos for exploration.” Ezra glanced over the other two Jedi, one of whom he didn’t recognise, but the other was no doubt Anakin Skywalker, Ahsoka’s masters.


“The unknown regions, that is what you call the chaos, isn’t it?” Luminara questioned. Ezra nodded, acting unsure of the of her observational question.


“As for the mind benders, they are known as the Grysk, a warlike species bent on conquest, we only know off them following their attack on our people.” Ezra sighed, he wasn’t sure how they’d take this information, but it was vital they know of the Grysk threat early. “We were the only survivors, that we know of.”


Ezra watched the four closely, regarding with a keen eye. Even though their cover story was going into effect, it was wise to keep wan eye them. Obi-Wan spoke up, bringing up the next stage of their conversation. “You are strong in the Force, well trained.”


Ezra nodded. “My teachers said I was the strongest Force sensitive they’d ever come across.” He sighed, closing his eyes in memory of Kanan, Ahsoka and Vah’nya, all of whom he’d never see again. Each of them had taught him something, helped him grow in both his knowledge of the Force, and his ability to use it.


He watched the four Jedi glance amongst themselves at this information, he wasn’t lying either, Ahsoka had spoken to him in private after they’d gotten his Midi-chlorian results back, 19,000 per cell was a lot, the second highest count the Jedi had ever seen, beaten only by Anakin, who had 20,000 per cell.


“We must return to the temple on Coruscant, Obi-Wan. Report to the Council what we have uncovered.” Ezra listed to Luminara speak, discuss what they were going to do. “We had best bring them with us, so that they can explain their story completely.”


Ezra reached for Sabine’s hand, allowing her to hold it as Obi-Wan turned to face them. “We’ll come along, if only so that the Republic is not unprepared for when the Grysk eventually turn their attention to you.” It was a lie, the Grysk would watch them, but never take any active harm against them, not until the reign of the Empire, during the liberation of Lothal.


22 BBY: The Pacifist, Hyperspace


The ship jolted slightly as Ezra sat, eyes closed as he focused on the Force. Everyone’s presence in the Force shined before him. From Sabines beside him to the four Jedi sitting in the cockpit, each bright in their own right. While Sabine’s didn’t shine as much as the four Jedi, it was still there. It was a presence he had come to regard with comfort, joy and saftey.


But he needed to bring it up, to help complete their cover and prevent the Sith or Jedi from learning the truth completely. The subject matter of family was one not to take lightly, and he knew that if they didn’t discuss it now, while the Jedi was distracted, they’d never get the chance until after the meeting with the Jedi Council.


“Sabine, we need to talk, I know you’ve been thinking about it, and so have I.” He began, opening his eyes to face his girlfriend. “It’s been five years since we started dating…”


He watched Sabine’s eyes light up in realisation at he was hinting at. “Marriage.” He nodded, watching as she leaned her head against his shoulder. “Just say the vows and we’re tied for life, it’s a big step, but it’s one we need to take. To secure the future of our teachings, of our bloodlines.”


Ezra smiled, years of studying Mando’a would come into effect, from Sabine’s teaching to what he’d read and learned himself. A culmination of efforts made to learn other languages beyond basic. He turned, watching Sabine closely. “Mhi solus tome, mhi solus dar’tome, mhi me’dinui an, mhi ba’juri verde.” It wasn’t the smoothest wording, but it worked well enough.


Sabine smiled, her eyes fluttering close. Ezra hugged her tightly. “Know our name as Shan from now on, Ezra and Sabine Shan, survivors, warriors, leaders.” Ezra whispered, turning his head as both Obi-Wan and Luminara emerged from the cockpit. “Do you need anything?” He questioned, feeling Sabine shift as she got comfortable.


“We wish to take your midi-chlorian count, to gauge how strong you are in the Force.” Obi-Wan spoke quietly, Ezra suspected he’d noticed Sabine falling asleep. His midi-chlorian count now, the only other issue with that was that it also served as a DNA test.


He wasn’t a fool either, letting them take it was asking for trouble. Fortunately, he knew his midi-chlorian count. “19,000 per cell. Sabine can take it for you if you want concrete proof.” He watched the two Jedi widen their eyes, no doubt in shock from this sudden revelation. Allowing Sabine to take the test to proof would allow her to scrub the DNA results as well, preventing trouble.


“He must have the second highest count we’ve ever seen.”


Ezra raised an eyebrow at Luminara comment, acting as if he had no idea they were talking about Anakin’s count would help their case. Regardless, he could feel the Force around them, they most certainly didn’t know what to do, but it seemed they were going to trust him for now. Besides, he hadn’t given them anything to make him seem untrustworthy.


Then again, he and Sabine had caused a disturbance in the Force, something he could easily blame on the fact that the two were in great disappear, and shock at recent events, that he’d just unleashed it all into the Force. Despite what he’d learned, what he’d mastered, even he couldn’t claim to know the Force completely.


It was vast, able to do anything so long as you had the mental, and physical training to achieve such feats of power, but even then, he suspected that there were limitations, one’s body could not handle the strain of using such powers for prolonged periods of time.


Both Revan and Bastila had told him, that you can only maintain such physical and mental demands for so long before your body gives out completely, exhausting itself to point of shutdown. His ancestors were wise, powerful, thanks to their connection with one another. Many generations of Jedi lived, his legacy was a proud one, one to show with pride and respect. Afterall, it wasn’t everyday that your bloodline was comprised of Jedi.


“I fear for his attachments, he’s deeply attached to her. The fact he hasn’t fallen to the Darkside with the loss of his family is truly astonishing.”


Ezra could hear them, comparing him to the Jedi Code, a code he had never abided by. His family legacy had not once followed it truthfully, breaking one line or another. His ancestors all had attachments, but attachment alone does not mean falling to the Darkside, that was fear, and giving into that fear is what made attachments so dangerous.


He understood the Force much clearer than he did on Lothal. “You talk as if I’m at risk of falling to the Darkside.” He interrupted their conversation, when it came to the philosophy of the Force, he had so much to discuss, the fact he understood this mystical force clearly only served to strengthen his connection to it.


“You were trained by Jedi, were you not?” Luminara questioned, Ezra nodded in response, watching them closely, weary with where this conversation would go. “Then you should know that attachment and all emotion is forbidden by the code.”


Ezra sighed, the Jedi Code, the code of which all Jedi lived by. A code of full of flaws that both Revan and Bastila agreed, he and Ahsoka agreed, needed change. “It is a code of flaws, to feel no emotion is to weaken your ties to the Force.” He spoke silently, watching the two Jedi closely. “My teachers taught me that the Force was tied to emotion, the stronger you felt certain emotions, the stronger your connection to the Force.”


He wasn’t lying, both Revan and Bastila had taught him such, their love for one another had made them stronger in the Light side. “In addition, I know my wife can handle herself, just as she knows I can handle myself.”


He watched the two express their surprise at his bombshell. It was now known knowledge that he and Sabine were married, now it was just time to make them understand, he didn’t follow the code, his ancestors and family had never once followed the code. “You have to understand, my family, our people have been living in the chaos for years, we live by a new code now.”


Ezra closed his eyes, the Force radiated around him, his presence in the Force brighter then before. “There are no chains, only unity. Through emotion, my bond is strengthened. Through knowledge and wisdom, I safeguard the past. Through serenity and passion, I gain understanding. I walk the middle, giving in to neither Light nor Dark. Through the Force, I bring balance.”


The code, a code created by Revan and Bastila when they forged their holocrons, the holocrons that would withhold all their knowledge for the millennia to come. It spoke of safeguarding knowledge of the Force, protecting it with one’s life, to preserve it until the day it was needed.


“Your people’s code is, questionable.” Obi-Wan noted. Ezra rolled his eyes, allowing himself to observe the other two signatures, still within the cockpit. They were full of intriguement, no doubt curious to what he knew. Ezra would never allow the knowledge he’d obtained to fall into the wrong hands, he didn’t wish for it to harm their past, their future, he corrected himself. There was no need to harm it how.


“Perhaps, but it works, and serves purpose, I am the only Grey Jedi left in existence, it is my duty to safeguard as much knowledge and wisdom as possible.” He sighed, it wasn’t every day that he got to discuss the Force, or what he’d effectively become in the past five years. A Grey Jedi, something that Revan was, something that meant purpose, using both sides of the Force to do what was needed.


“Master, we’re coming up on Coruscant now.” Anakin’s words echoed through the chamber, drawing Ezra’s attention. It wasn’t everyday you met Ahsoka’s master in the flesh, the sad truth though, was that the Ahsoka he knew, no longer existed. The wise Jedi of old was gone, replaced by a younger, more eager Togruta.


“I’d wake her up, the Jedi Council will wish to speak with you both.” Ezra nodded, watching Obi-Wan and Luminara vanish to the cockpit. He turned, eyes falling upon Sabine. So far, they had only met four Jedi among thousands.


He shook Sabine’s shoulders, slowly waking her without causing a mess. The last thing they needed right now was a tired, hyper aware Mandalorian warrior. The Grysk threat had really thrown the habit of light sleeping into them, the habit had grown and festered heavily in their minds. “Sabine, we’re arriving on Coruscant now.”


He watched Sabine rise form his shoulder, blinking as she adjusted to the ships light. “We’re going to see the Jedi Council, aren’t we?” Ezra nodded, holding her hand as they sat in silence, waiting for the ship to land.


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Standing before the Jedi Council was strange to say the least, Ezra only recognised two members of the Council, Yoda, and Kanan’s master. The others were mysterious to him, yet he could sense each and every one of them. Sabine stood beside him, close to his back, she was nervous. The last time they stood before a council was on Csilla, when they stood before the Chiss leaders.


It was a meeting judging their worth, and where they would stand among them. The meeting had been one Ezra didn’t enjoy, but it was one of many he came to expect among Chiss. The Grysk had been trying to get their corruptive hands everywhere, and the two of them had been the only ones capable of routing them out.


But this was different, they were here, to explain their cover story, the history and ties they had, and what they knew of current galactic events. Obi-Wan and Anakin had been dispatched to watch over Senator Amidala, leaving Luminara to explain what they knew so far.


“We never did catch your names.” Master Windu spoke, drawing Ezra’s attention, Obi-Wan and Luminara had told them who was who on the Jedi Council, so as to not delay the talk. Ezra mentally facepalmed, they hadn’t told them their names at all, he’d mentioned Sabine’s name once, but not his or their last name.


“Ezra and Sabine Shan.” He replied, watching the Jedi glance at one another, no doubt in recognition of the name. The Shan name was one long recorded in Jedi history, being a centre point for breaking the code repeatedly with marriage and love.


“From what you have revealed to Luminara, the two of you are the only known survivors of a massacre that occurred on Hagan Prime, located within the borders of the Unknown Regions and are members of a civilization of Mandalorians and Jedi who left the Known Galaxy over 3,000 years ago.”


Ezra nodded, watching Windu glance with Yoda. “If we were to search through the Jedi Archives, would we find reference of your ancestor’s departure from the Jedi Order?”


Ezra shook his head. “No, Master Windu, our ancestors wiped any and all records of themselves before departure. What their reasons were, I do not know.” In truth, his ancestors had done no such thing, but it was easy, filling in a cover story which Sabine could add to when needed. Ezra was the diplomat of the two, always attempting to find a peaceful solution, much like the Jedi that came before him.


“Are you related to Satele Shan, Bastila Shan or Revan?”


Ezra nodded. “I am, my wife is not.” In truth, he and Sabine had learned that Clan Wren had ancient ties to Clan Ordo. One of Sabines ancestors was Canderous Ordo, one of Revan’s closest allies and friends during the war against the Sith Empire.


He turned his gaze to Yoda, the older Jedi Master would survive the purge, Ezra was aware of that, now though, he realised that he would live to see the purge as well. “Strong in both the Light and the Dark, you are.”


Ezra was waiting for Yoda to join the conversation, as the matter of what he had on him was going to become known very soon. “In possession of a Sith Holocron, you are.” Ezra nodded, the matter of what he owned was becoming known.


“It belongs to Revan, a family heirloom, you could say. During our time on the run from the Grysk, I would learn from both him and Bastila through the use of her Holocron. The knowledge they possessed, now resides on me, and with me alone.” He watched the Jedi closely, judging their reactions with a keen eye.


Some seemed on edge, others intrigued that he knew things they might not know, information lost to time itself. But the main reaction was concern, concern that he might fall to the Dark side of the Force. Something that would not happen again, the few times he had fallen to it weren’t pleasant, more than anything else, he hated how cold the Dark side was.


“Tell us more about the Grysk and the threat they pose to the Republic.”


Ezra closed his eyes. “We don’t know much, as the first we knew of them was when they came raining down upon us, we know their conquerors, they also seem to like getting into our heads, turning our hopes against us. Beyond that, we can’t really help.”


It was a lie, they knew more then they let on, but their cover story limited what they could reveal to the council. After all, they had to decide just what was given and what wasn’t. History, however tragic, had to follow its course.


“We will relay the information you have given us on the Grysk to the Chancellor, for now we must decide what to do with you.” Windu spoke, glancing at Yoda. Ezra nodded, holding Sabine’s hand tightly. They were in a period they knew little to nothing about. It was clear that the Clone Wars had yet to start, with gave him a good sign that this was before Ahsoka was assigned as Anakin’s padawn.


Told to stand outside the council chamber, Ezra did just that, leaning against the wall with Sabine next to him, they caught sight of a few Jedi, some throwing a curious glance their direction, others ignoring them as they went about their business. Ezra glanced at Sabine, it was hard to believe, after everything they’d gone through, they’d go through it all again, only this time, as spouses.


A single glance with one another confirmed one thing, they would both help the Republic fight the Clone Wars, help restore the Republic during the era of the Galactic Empire. They would be armed with knowledge to help the future, their past with a different outcome. As it would be a minor outcome compared to the greater changes they could make, changes they won’t make.


“I guess we wait and see what happens next, play this word by word and see where we end up.” Sabine noted, her helmet resting by her feet. Ezra nodded in agreement, they needed to understand just what they were going to do, how they were going to it.


Minutes passed before they were summoned back into the chamber once more, the council sat, each watching as they came to a stop. Ezra raised an eyebrow at the council members, intrigued by their expressions. “The council has come to an agreement, the two of you will remain here at the temple while we judge your abilities so that we may determine where you would best fit into the galactic community as it is.”


Ezra nodded. “Off course, Master Windu.” His words were of respect, this would give them a way to hone their abilities further, and prove, that he wouldn’t fall to the Dark side of the force. Being dismissed by the council, the two found Luminara awaiting them outside, her padawan have left shortly upon returning to the temple.


“Come, I will show you to your room.”


Ezra nodded, allowing Luminara to take the lead, twisting, and turning down the hallways before coming to an elevator. They were at the highest peak of the temple and would have to descend downwards to the living quarters, where their room would await them.


As the elevator started its descent. Luminara turned to face them. “I sense the presence of a Sith Holocron on you during the trip, I wish to ask what will become of it?”


Ezra glanced at Sabine. “It will remain by my side, it is a part of my family’s legacy, and, I have come to consider it a heirloom.” The elevator came to a pause, opening to reveal the corridors of long twisting hallways, each with several doors along them.


They followed Luminara along, turning corners and such before a long stretch of hall lay before them. “This is where we keep the larger rooms, for those who tinker or collect art.” Luminara explained, Ezra nodded, following the Jedi Master along before they came to a stop before a door. “This will be your room for the duration of your stay, Obi-Wan’s room is located further along, as is his Padawan’s.”


Ezra nodded. “Is there anything else we should be aware of before we apart ways for now?” He watched Sabine enter their room, giving her the first look.


“Yes, Master Windu and Yoda wish to see your skills and abilities later this afternoon, I will be there to take you to them.”


Ezra nodded, giving his thanks before entering their room. It was spacious, offering plenty of room for them to relax. He nodded at Sabine, who fell onto the bed, it was spacious, giving them room to work for now. They wouldn’t decorate it now, not until they had the chance to convince the Jedi Council that keeping them around would beneficial.


Now that Luminara was away, and both he and Sabine had time to themselves, the matter of deciding where they’d end up needed to be discusses, the fact that both he and Sabine have yet to be born indicated a number of things. “So, where in the timeline do you think we ended up?” He questioned, reaching out into the Force, keeping any eye out for anyone who might overhear their conversation.


He watched his wife carefully, watching how she observed their room. “From what we’ve learned and know at the moment, I’d say we’re close to the start of the Clone Wars, Days, a month, all I know is that we’re close.”


Ezra nodded, from what they’d learned from Rex, Kanan and Ahsoka, they had a rough timeline to when the Clone Wars started, beyond that, they had nothing else to go off. “Well, I guess we just sit and wait for what comes next.” He leaned against the wall, taking the room in.


It was rather bland and empty, two beds sat at far ends of the room, putting as much distance between them as possible, a small set of drawers and a desk sat along the wall. It wasn’t much, both Ahsoka and Kanan had explained to him in detail that the Jedi didn’t really own anything besides the bare minimum.


The training room were large, larger than Ezra had ever imagined. The walls were lined with training lightsabers and droids. Yoda and Mace Windu stood; their gaze set on him. Sabine stood off to the side, her gaze watching the Jedi Masters closely. Ezra understood the situation clearly, what was to come would be vital, all his training would be displayed to two Jedi before him.


“We wish to judge your skills with a Lightsaber, force training will happen in a separate location to prevent any ancient skills harming the Temple.” Windu explained, igniting his amethyst blade as he stepped forward. Ezra watched with mild intriguement, his second blade was amethyst as well, a symbolism of those who used both the Dark and Light.


He drew his emerald blade, the green glow illuminating his face he stood ready, the blade represented him well, his strength in the Force was nearly unmatched, and what he knew, what he could do with it was awe inspiring. He stepped forward, greeting Windu with a bow, holding his blade to the side as he studied Windu’s stance.


He recognised form seven quickly, the form made for those who utilised the Dark side of the Force alongside the light his knowledge on the form was lacking. It was a form he refused to touch, the risk of falling to the Dark side to great for his own comfort. He turned, hoping to counter Windu’s style with form 2, Makashi.


Holding his blade out, he put one arm behind his back, eyes narrowed in concentration. Revan and Bastila had taught him lightsaber combat, helping him grow into a skilled duellist. He stepped to the side, watching Windu followed him, the two circling one another.


From the corner of his eyes, he saw Yoda move to stand by Sabine, his wife noticed the movement and smirked, she was no pushover in lightsaber combat either. He refocused on Windu, waiting for the Jedi Master to make the first move.


With speed, Windu surged forward, blade swinging in from the side. Ezra moved fast, bringing his blade to block, the surge of light and colour from the blades clashing served only a minor distraction, something Ezra had long learned to ignore.


He needed to gauge Windu’s defences, put him on the defence. He moved fast, jabbing at the Jedi Master before retreating to a safe distance. He moved and repeated the action several times, each time Windu blocked the strikes. Ezra noted Windu’s emphasis on not only power, but speed as well.


Windu would be fast if he went on the offensive, something he couldn’t allow. Ezra moved in, blade swinging as he ducked down, twirling around to fend off Windu’s resulting onslaught of swings. Fending each and every swing off.


Backing up, he remembered the moves Revan had taught him, the moves Bastila had further reinforced. Their training had done wonders for him, and Sabine as well. He moved once more, pushing Windu back into defence, his offensive attacks were precise and fast, aimed at his legs and arms in the hopes of compromising Windu’s ability to strike offensively.


Each strike was empowered with the Force, enhancing his speed and power with each jab and swing. As he continued his onslaught, he fell on Revan’s teachings, allowing the tiniest amount of Dark side energy to fuel his blows as he became more aggressive, he could see Windu giving ground, which was just what he needed.


With a twirl, Ezra twisted his body, angling his blade just enough so that it pointed up. He ducked below Windu’s blade, the tip of his blade pausing just inches from Windu’s throat. The room was silent, he had bested a Jedi Master, admittedly, the fight wasn’t life or death and thus, if they truly were fighting to kill, it could’ve gone very differently.


Ezra noted that Windu was the first to back away, giving him room to back up, it was clear that his skill with a lightsaber was impressive. He’d come a long way since the last encounter with Vader and the Inquisitors. But he was in a period where his lightsaber was going to be used much more frequently than it had been before.


“Achieved a feat so little have accomplished, you have, young Shan.” Yoda’s voice drew Ezra’s attention to the Grand Master. He nodded as he clipped his blade to the belt, storing it for later use. Yoda was a voice of reason and wisdom among the Jedi, something that might change in the years to come.


“My teachers set me on the path to becoming a formidable duellist, Revan and Bastila continued what they started.” He watched Sabine smirk, the two of them had sparred many times, against one another and against Chiss warriors. Ezra had wanted to incorporate Chiss swordsmanship styles into his own combat style, creating a hybrid style that could catch his opponents of guard.


“While we would move on to testing your abilities in the Force, we decided that we’d test those on a world elsewhere, to prevent unnecessary collateral damage should your powers prove, destructive.” Windu spoke up, moving to stand beside the Grand Master. Ezra nodded in understanding, watching the two closely.


“Speak with the two of you in private, I wish to.” Ezra gave a final bow to Windu before joining Sabine and following the old Jedi Master. The three walked down the hallways of the Temple, passing by other Jedi every now and then, some heading about to their own business while others talked amongst themselves.


The three soon came to a stop, entering into a private room. Three stools sat in the room, the room was dimmed, with little light entering. The room was a meditation chamber, there was no doubt about that. Yoda moved, positioning himself upon one of the three stools.


Ezra and Sabine followed suit, themselves falling into place upon a stool. “Uncertainty in you, I sense. Unsure of your place in the wider universe, you are.” Ezra glanced at Sabine, these feelings of uncertainty which related to where in the timeline they’d ended up.


“Master, we haven’t been entirely truthful in our stories, our uncertainty in our place isn’t due to the massacre, a massacre that never happened.” Ezra paused, exchanging a look with his wife. “We’ve been through a lot, and realised that what we know, what I can do, isn’t something the Sith, or anyone really, should ever know or learn.”


They had Yoda’s interest, as the Grand Master looked between the two. “Explain, the two of you will.”


Ezra nodded. “Before we explain, can you promise us that you won’t tell anyone, keep it all to yourself, the fewer people that know, the safer we’d feel. The last thing the galaxy needs is the Sith going back in time and taking control of the galaxy before the Jedi would ever pose a threat to them.”


The mere thought of the Sith, or anyone really, being able to traverse time and space itself frightened him, what they could do, and would do, was not a pleasant train of thought. “Tell no one, I promise.”


Ezra felt himself relax slightly. “We’re from, well we don’t how far back we were sent, but I estimate we’ve been sent back roughly thirty years. The galaxy was an unjust place, the Republic was gone, replaced by an Empire that declared all Jedi criminals, to be killed or reported on sight.” He closed his eyes in memory of all they’d won and lost.


 “We don’t have any information that would be useful to utilise, as most of it really only affects such a small part of the galaxy. Our journey through time wasn’t planned, it was an act of desperation, to keep vital, and potentially harmful information, out of Grysk hands. I won’t share how we traversed through time, that information shall remain known by Sabine and I.”


Ezra shifted his hands, Sabine leaned, resting a hand upon his shoulder in comfort. “We’ve lost more, been through so much that you couldn’t even begin to understand. We’ve done the impossible, achieved things many would’ve deemed unachievable.” Ezra froze, his breath hitched in his throat.


“Everyone we knew, the way we knew them, their gone, replaced by people who are but strangers to us now.” By now, the tears were ready to be set free, the mental breakdown caused by their predicament was on the horizon. It could easily be blamed on trauma, but Ezra wasn’t sure if it was.


He was about to say more when Sabine interrupted, giving him room to calm down, to silently mourn those he’d known, those who were now lost to time. “You have to excuse us, our experiences aren’t what you’d usually find in people, we’ve fought wars from an youthful age to the point that war is all we’ve known for the better half of our life. If it wasn’t against the Empire, it was against the Grysk.”


Ezra shifted, his mind focused on clearing out his thoughts, wiping the tears from his cheeks, he looked at Yoda, the Grand Master was silent, processing their information. “Hmm, what you plan to do now, the difficult choice is, yes?”


Ezra glanced at Sabine, if there was anything the two had learned, that he had learned, it was that major events had to remain in play. “We both know we won’t be changing history greatly, minor things here and there, but big events that play out, that must play, must come to pass as they did in our past.”


The three sat in silence, no one said a word as they waited. Eventually, Ezra glanced at Sabine and motioned to her that it was time to leave. With a nod to Yoda, the three parted ways, Ezra and Sabine retiring to their quarters for the night while Yoda remained behind to meditate on what he had learned.


A period of two days would pass before in relative silence before anything big happened. Mostly going about their business as they came to terms with the fact that they would never see their loved ones again, at least, not in the way they knew them.


By the third day of their stay at the Temple, the two saw Windu gathering Jedi. The two glanced at one another, intrigued by what was going on. As Windu moved past them, Sabine watched Ezra reach out, tapping the Jedi Master on the shoulder. “If something the matter, Master Windu?”


Sabine watched the Jedi Master turn, his gaze falling upon them. “I’m gathering a Jedi strike team to take to Geonosis, we have reports that Dooku is building a droid army to use against the Republic.” Sabine glanced at Ezra, three days before the First battle of Geonosis, they’d been sent 27 years into the past.


With a nod, Sabine smiled. “We’d like to offer our assistance in your mission.” She watched Windu blink, they’d been here for three days, recovering from what many assumed was a traumatic experience. She didn’t know what Windu was expecting when she declared their assistance, but she knew that no matter what, they’d make their name known.


“Direct your way to the strike team once you have what you need.” Sabine smirked; Ezra knew what to get from their room. She moved, making her way over to the gathered group of Jedi, Luminara was quick to notice her presence and moved to stand by her.


“You and your husband see eager to be in on the action.” The Jedi noted, Sabine nodded, watching her husband duck around the corner. War was in their blood; it was all they knew at this point in their life. If they ever did settle down, it would be mundane, dull.


She turned, observing the large group of Jedi, she wasn’t going to count them all, it seemed a little pointless to do so. “I guess you could say that we’re trying to secure the Republic’s aid against the Grysk, helping the Jedi seemed like step one.”


Luminara nodded, Sabine noted that was a good response, aid against the warlike Grysk was needed, but Sabine knew, that no matter what they did for the Republic, it wouldn’t matter in the end. The democratic power would be replaced by an authoritarian empire in the end.


The minutes passed before Ezra reappeared, in his hands was Sabine helmet, which she took with immense pleasure, giving Ezra a quick kiss as she oved her helmet under her arm. Windu soon made his appearance, leading the Jedi towards their transports and fighters. Ezra and Sabine would move, joining Luminara and her padawn upon one of the transports.


22 BBY: Geonosis, The Outer Rim


Sabine stood by Ezra, her gaze locked on the swarm of Geonosians around them. She found their method of entertainment cruel and disgusting. She watched as Windu confronted Dooku, drawing her blasters, she smiled as Ezra’s blade ignited next to her, alongside the 200 or so other Jedi scattered around the arena.


She turned, glancing at the scattering Geonosians, watching they fly into the sky over the arena walls. She had her back to Ezra as she rechecked her gear. Vambraces were stocked and ready to go, as was her jetpack. The few explosives she kept on her person were still ready to use, and the vibroblade she’d begun to make us of in their war against the Grysk was strapped to her back.


Windu had leapt form the overlook, and droids had begun to flood the arena. She exchanged a glance with Ezra, her husband leapt over the edge, leaping into battle alongside the other Jedi. She took aim, firing into the horde of battle droids with precise fire.


She narrowed her gaze, activating her jetpack as she took to the air, firing away at the Geonosians now joining the fight, with deadly aim, she takes them down, she notices a large cannon fire, a group fo Jedi flying back. Flying down, she takes aim with her jetpack, the rocket firing off.


The resulting explosion sends Geonosians and battle droids flying across the arena, giving the Jedi more breathing room for the fight. She turns, her gaze falling upon another Mandalorian warrior, one she recognised from her own time studying Mandalorian history, Jango Fett. She notices him going for Windu.


Turning, she directs her attention to the Mandalorian turned bounty hunter, slamming into him, sending the two rolling across the sandy floor. She twists her body, blasters falling into place and drawing her vibroblade. She rolls to a stop, slicing a Geonosian in half as she faces her foe.


“Whoever you are, you’ve picked the wrong fight.” She narrowed her gaze, eyes locked upon Jango, even as he said those words, she knew that this fight was going to be good. Cracking her neck she charged forward, slicing into any unfortunate droid or Geonosian that happened to get in her way, she leapt into the air, slicing down towards Jango. The bounty hunter rolled to the side, drawing his remaining blaster out and fired. Sabine acted on instinct, bring her vambraces deflector shield up. The bolt flew off, slamming into an unfortunate droid.


Jango fired several more shots off before utilising his own vambraces, Sabine moved, leaping back as flames spewed forth. She could feel the heat licking at her armour, Jango was the best in the field at the time for a reason, but she had Chiss combat training, something Jango hadn’t seen before.


She moved, grabbing a nearby droid blaster, taking aim, she fired, forcing Jango to the ground. With the flames no longer in the way, she charged, leaping forward with a battle cry the Grysk had come to recognise and fear.


Jango moved fast, twisting to the side as he jabbed at her side, she moved, the blow knocking her back slightly, he was a larger figure, able to put more force behind his strikes then she could. She needed to be quick, nimble on her feet.


She moved, ducking down as Jango reached for her, with eyes narrowed in concentration, she kicked off the ground, kneeing the bounty hunter in the chest. With Jango dazed temporarily, she spun, delivering a powerful kick to the hunter.


She raced, both hands falling upon her vibroblades handle, lifting the blade, she swung. She hadn’t expected Jango to recover so quickly, she should’ve known he’d recover as fast as he did. He punched her in the chest, throwing her to the ground, her vibroblade knocked from her grasp.


“Shouldn’t have messed with me kid.”


Sabine shook her head, sweeping Jango’s legs out from under him. Pushing with her arms, she leapt to her feet, she moved fast, exchanging a series of blows with the hunter, himself having gotten back up. She ducked down, giving Jango a nice upper cut to think about for the time being. Reaching out, she fired her vambrace, the whip latching onto her vibroblade.


As the blade fell into her grasp, she surged forward, the blade swung, Jango’s body fell to the ground, his head bouncing to the side, she lifted her head, her focused glued on Dooku, who looked shaken and shocked, at the hunter’s death, she shook her head, returning to the battle at hand.


Ezra backed up, the droids pushing him and the other Jedi towards the centre of the arena, there were simply too many droids to fend off, he turned his head, finding himself backed up against Sabine, her vibroblade was coated in blood, mostly Geonosian, but there was a hint of red to it as well.


“Master Windu! You have fought gallantly. Worthy of recognition in the archives of the Jedi Order. Now it is finished.”


Ezra lifted his head, turning his attention away from the droid army before him. Dooku was speaking, the fallen Jedi was, with little to no doubt, about to ask for their surrender. He held his emerald blade tightly, his gaze falling over the surviving Jedi, of the 200 or so Jedi that had come with them, very few had survived the engagement, he hoped that those outside of the arena were having better luck then they were.


“Surrender, and your lives will be spared.”


Ezra turned, his gaze falling upon Windu, the Jedi Master had locked his gaze upon Dooku, not looking away from the fallen Jedi once. His confidence was great, perhaps greater than anything Ezra had ever experienced. “We will not be hostages for you to barter with, Dooku.”


Ezra agreed, he wasn’t going to be anyone’s hostage. Though he doubted they had the facilities to hold him, his ability to escape from just about any mess was astonishing, and quite surprising. He brought his blade to his side, relaxing with this brief moment of peace.


“Then, I’m sorry, old friend. You will have to be destroyed.”


Ezra felt his wife tense, her vambrace already projecting its deflector shield. He himself held his blade before him, his other hand free in the event he needed to utilise the Force in the second attack. As the droids took aim, preparing to fire into their small group, a buzzing sound caught his attention, it seemed to have caught the senator’s attention as well.


“Look!”


Sure enough, glancing to the sky, several LAAT gunships were descending upon them, the clones inside firing away upon the droids. He glanced at Sabine and nodded, slowly backing up until they’ve come into contact with Obi-Wan, Anakin and the senator. The group of five moved fast, the gunships forming landing around their strike team.


Following the three, he and Sabine leapt onto the gunship. The transport rocked as it took off, leaving the arena a shamble of fallen droids, Jedi and Geonosians. Ezra allowed himself to relax, yet the feeling that the fight wasn’t over yet didn’t leave him.


Sabine had strapped her vibroblade to her back, her helmet blocked her expression, but Ezra could tell that she was feeling the adrenalin rush of the battle. Explosions rocked around them as the gunships turned suddenly, his gaze shifted, falling upon a vast battlefield before them.


It was a warzone; copious amount of blaster being exchanged by both sides. Jedi who weren’t inside the arena were leading clone units into battle, walkers marched, providing cover fire for the ground troops.


The gunships accelerated in speed, several small ships stood out amongst the larger core ships of the Trade Federation’s cargo ships. “Aim right above the fuel cells.” Ezra turned, watching Anakin with observant eye. The young Jedi would grow to be a formidable fight and military commander in the war.


The resulting explosion of a small Techno Union vessel rocked the ground as it collapsed upon a small group of droids, the smoke and flames of the wreckage could be smelt from where he stood. “Good call, my young padawn.” Ezra blinked, turning his attention towards Obi-Wan, he wasn’t a Jedi Master yet, but Ezra had feeling that would change very soon.


A cloud of dust engulfs the ship, causing Ezra to cover his eyes. “I’m starting to hate this planet.” He cried, using the Force to keep stable. “Why couldn’t be a planet of grass, wouldn’t be having all this sand and dust in our eyes.”


He heard Sabine chuckle at his misfortune. “Laugh it up, why don’t you. At least you have a helmet to cover your face.” He could feel the amusement rolling of the other occupants of the gunship, much to his annoyance.


“Look over there…”


Ezra turned, following Obi-Wans gaze towards a speed, flanked by two Geonosian fighters. He glanced at Sabine. “It’s Dooku! Shoot him down.” Ezra turned, his gaze falling upon Anakin, he was already starting to act the exact way Ahsoka and Rex portrayed him.


“We’re out of ordinance, sir.”


Well, that idea wen out the window quickly. “Well, follow them, no point letting him escape without even a little resistance.” Ezra suggested, his gaze not once leaving Dooku, so many thoughts were going through his mind, this battle was larger than any he’d fought in before. Not even their skirmishes against the Grysk came close to this.


Once, he wanted to know what it was like fighting in the Clone Wars, now he knew, even the smallest thing wasn’t what he expected it to be. The gunship rocked slightly as he heard the senator speak. “We’re going to need help.”


Ezra rolled his eyes, there wasn’t time for that, they had to stay on Dooku’s trail. “No, there’s no time. Anakin and I can handle this.” Ezra turned his gaze towards Obi-Wan, he wasn’t surprised the Jedi Knight didn’t include him in that, he hadn’t seen his skills with the blade yet.


The gunship rocked, lurching to the side before attempting to pull up over a large sand dune. The vessel rocked, knocking Ezra around, he saw Sabine fall out the side, alongside a clone and the senator. “Padmé!” Ezra turned, his gaze falling upon Anakin.


“Put the ship down!”


Ezra rolled his eyes, walking forward as Obi-Wan confronted his padawn. “Don’t let your personal feelings get in the way. Follow that speeder.” Ezra came to a stop, putting a hand upon Anakin’s shoulder.


“She’s in good hands, my wife will take good care of her.” He watched Anakin turn his head to him, the Jedi Padawn, and Obi-Wan, appeared to be taken by surprise. “Sabine’s a warrior at heart, but she knows the value of keep allies safe.”


Sabine shook her head, blinking as she saw the gunship soaring into the distance. “My head hurts.” She turned, her gaze falling upon a lone clone trooper standing over the senator. Stumbling forward, she came to a stop before the two, catching the tail end of their conversation.


“No, no. Gather up what troops you can. We’ve got to get to that hanger.”


Sabine smiled, resting a hand upon her hip. “I’d get a transport as fast as you possibly can, we’re going to need it if we want to catch up and stop Dooku from escaping.” She turned, her gaze falling back in the direction the gunship had vanished, if the worst would come upon them, she knew Ezra would keep them safe. “Be safe, my husband.” She turned, racing after the two along the desert sands.


 Ezra leaps off the gunship after Obi-Wan and Anakin, lightsaber igniting as the two Geonosian fighters sore by, he deflects a blast aimed at the lone Clone who disembarked with them. “Quickly, with me.”


Picking up the speed, Ezra raced inside, the emerald blade illuminating the area as he turned a corner, coming to a stop just as Anakin was thrown into Obi-Wan, one arm less then before. He turned, his gaze falling upon the fallen Jedi.


“And who might you be?” Dooku questioned, Ezra smiled at Dooku’s predicament, he was an unknown factor, someone he wouldn’t expect to suddenly appear, the clone with him raced to provide aid to Anakin and Obi-Wan, leaving him to deal with the fallen Jedi.


Ezra stepped forward, his emerald blade held to the side, one arm falling behind his back. “My name is Ezra Shan, survivor of the Hagan Prime massacre, inhabitant of The Chaos, and the only known descendent of the Shan legacy.”


Dooku smiled, something Ezra watched with caution. The fallen Jedi was skilled, and adept at using the Force. Ezra watched, hand held forward as he pushed back several devices. A larger device was flung his way. He only smiled as he grabbed it with the Force. Crushing his fist, he watched as the device was reduced to a ball of scrap.


“You may be powerful, strong in the Dark side.” Ezra had noticed the pull of the Dark side, t surrounded the fallen Jedi, stronger than most others. He had little doubt that he was facing down a Sith lord.


“I have become more powerful than any Jedi, even my old master.”


Ezra rolled his eyes in amusement, Dooku would never come close to him in the Force. He raised his hand, holding it out as Dooku’s lighting made contact, a shine of blue emitted from his hand as he dispersed the Dark side energies back into the Force, a technique taught to him by Bastila. It was still very clear that Dooku had much to learn.


“Powerful you may be, but compared to me, you are nothing in the Force.” Ezra watched Dooku ignite his crimson blade, holding out as he twirled it in the air before bringing it to a stop before him.


“It is obvious this contest will not be decided by our knowledge of the Force, but by our skills with a lightsaber.”


Ezra split his feet, distancing them as he readied himself to strike. He waited, counting down the seconds before Dooku surged forward, swinging his blade fast, each blow aimed with precise, deadly accuracy. Ezra moved, parrying each and every swing, slowly observing Dooku’s offensive style.


It was quite clear that Dooku was well versed in form 2, just as he himself was. As Dooku backed up, Ezra leapt forward, delivering a series of strikes, jabbing at the fallen Jedi with quick efficiency, unlike his duel with Windu, this was a matter of life and death, though he didn’t wish to kill Dooku, disarming him would be enough.


Dooku paused, backing away as he deflected several shots fried from the clone. Ezra watched the troop hide behind his cover, allowing Ezra to move back in, pushing Dooku back onto the defensive. They would continue to go back and forth, the clone supplying aid before ducking back behind cover.


Ezra noticed the same thing Dooku did, this fight wasn’t going to end well for the fallen Jedi. “You fight well.” Ezra stated, pushing Dooku back.


“The battle is far from over. This is only the beginning.” Ezra frowned, watching in horror as Dooku reached out into the Force, he turned his attention towards a metal pillar, watching as it started to tumble over. Disengaging his blade, Ezra reached out with both hands, the Force falling to his command as he started to lift the object.


It was heavy and wasn’t as easy as one would initially think. Slowly, he pushed it back, allowing it to crash into the ground with a bang. He turned his attention, only to see Dooku’s vessel taking off. Ezra stood tall, watching Dooku’s vessel vanish out of the hangar. Several feet echoed behind, alerting him to the presence of reinforments.


Sabine’s arms flung around him, the battle was over for now, but the war had only begun.


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Dooku descended from the steps of his vessel, walking towards his master. “The war has begun, master Sidious.” He announced. With the Clone Wars started, everything would be in place for the Sith to manipulate, and soon, the rise of the Sith Empire, and the fall of the Jedi would be under way.


“You have down well, Lord Tyranus.”


Dooku nodded. “I have also learned that the Shan family has emerged from hiding.” The sudden reappearance of the Shan family was worrying, they had a history of being warriors, fighting for the Republic against the Jedi wishes, and breaking the code where it suited them.


“Excellent.” Dooku didn’t know what his master knew, or if he knew of the Shan families hiding, but he knew that if Sidious was pleased, then things would go to plan. “Everything is going as planned.”


Ezra stood alongside Sabine within the council chambers, their gaze focused on the windows before them. He was glad to be off Geonosis, he’d had enough of that planet for a lifetime. Right now, another issue was at foot.


An hour ago, the council had convened, discussing replacement members for those lost in the battle of Geonosis, to his own surprise, Yoda and Windu had been in discussion regarding him, the two had decided that Ezra was fit to serve in the Jedi Order, they were willing to give him an exception to the Jedi Code.


When they put forward that he should take Coleman Trebor’s seat on the council, he was shocked, when others agreed, he was further shocked. He accepted that honour and was quickly promoted to the rank of Jedi master, his knowledge and skill was great. He looked forward to aiding where he could.


“Do you believe what Count Dooku said about Sidious controlling the senate? It doesn’t feel right.”


Ezra frowned, there were many pieces to his puzzle, all he knew, was that he’d learn exactly how the Empire came to power. He turned, blinking, from his own experience, and from his own family history, the Sith were to never be trusted. “I don’t trust him, our history has always said that the Sith are creatures of deception, doing whatever they can to gain the upper hand.”


“I agree with my husband, the Sith manipulate Mand’alor the Ultimate into war the Republic, I don’t trust Dooku’s words.” Ezra smiled as Sabine stood by his side, his wife, comrade and friend. They had been through much, and the two would go on to be even greater warriors.


He felt Yoda glance at him. “Agree with your observation, I do.” Ezra turned his gaze to Windu, the Jedi Master had his arms crossed.


“Nevertheless, I feel we should keep a closer eye on the Senate.” Ezra nodded, while he didn’t like the idea, they should discard the fact that a Sith could be hiding among the many senators, after all, there were ways to conceal one’s presence in the Force, to cloak their presence and appear as if they weren’t Force sensitive.


“Where is your apprentice?”


Ezra turned his gaze towards Obi-Wan, it was strange, that Anakin wasn’t present. After he’d gotten his replacement limb, he’d vanished. “On his way to Naboo, he is escorting Senator Amidala home.” Ezra frowned in thought, it was strange, the senator didn’t need protection anymore, the threat to her life was gone, Sabine made sure of that.


“I have to admit, without the Clones, it would not have been a victory.”


Ezra blinked, a victory, this was far form victory, they were not even close to achieving a victory in this war. “Victory? Victory, you say?” He turned his gaze to Yoda, the Jedi master had his head turned, gaze focused upon Obi-Wan.


“Master Obi-Wan, not victory. The shroud of the dark side has fallen. Begun, this Clone War has.”


Siege of Christophsis
Chapter Summary


Christophsis under siege, after numerous failed attempts to break the orbital blockade, Jedi General Ezra Shan and his wife, Marshal Commander Sabine Shan are dispatched to reinforce the Republic's efforts in taking the planet.
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22 BBY: Christophsis, Outer Rim


Failure, it was a word Anakin had come to dislike. The stealth ship, for all its capabilities, had proven to be ineffective against Trench, or bypassing his blockade. It didn’t help that the admiral had previous experiences with clocking technology. He was frustrated, Bail needed their help, with every passing second, he and his men faced defeat.


The bridge of the Negotiator was a hive of activity as he entered, Obi-Wan was already discussing their next move with Yularen, both Rex and Cody stood to the side, quietly talking about recent battlefield intel. “Senator Organa’s still on the surface, in desperate need of aid, and we’re not exactly in the position to break that blockade.”


Anakin watched Obi-wan lift an eyebrow, his former master turning. Obi-Wan was planning something, a way to get aid down to Organa. “You’re quite right Anakin, we’re not in the position to break the blockade.” Anakin could’ve told him that, Trench’s blockade was strong, much stronger thanks to his tactical mind.


“Do we even have a way to break the blockade?” Anain questioned, leaning over the holotable slightly, eyes narrowed as he watched Obi-Wan closely. He hated the situation; the matter was made worse by their lack of resources; they didn’t have the troops needed to take the planet back from the Separatist once they made it to the surface.


He saw Obi-Wan smile, Cody and Rex turned, their gaze falling upon the Jedi Master. “We don’t, but I know someone who does.” Anakin blinked, lifting an eyebrow in interest, he knew most of the other Jedi around, each of them were skilled, and commanded a small taskforce or fleet, but most, if not all were three vessels large, with a few smaller supporting ships.


“Do I dare ask who this person is?” The question was out there, Anakin was slightly sceptic as to who this person was. There weren’t many who had the resources or, from what he had deduced so far, the tactical mindset needed to best Trench in a fight.


“General, I do not believe there is a person who can best Trench in tactical combat living within the known galaxy, the Battle of Malastare Narrows was a victory through chance and luck on the Jedi’s part.” Anakin nodded, watching as Yularen added his insight on the matter.


He couldn’t imagine what it was like for the admiral, this foe of his from the past had resurfaced, emerged from what many believed was his death at Malastare. He glanced at Obi-Wan briefly. “I have to concur with Admiral Yularen, I don’t think there’s a person out there who could best Trench at this… game of his.”


Obi-Wan’s smile told him otherwise, his former master seemed to think very differently about this mystery person. “I do believe you’re familiar with Master Shan.” Anakin blinked, Ezra, if there was one person who might be able to stand toe to toe with Trench in this game, it was Ezra.


He had proven to be a formidable and fearsome warrior, considering his military experience, he’d risen to be a well-liked commander. It was only very recently that Ezra had captured Elom for the Republic, its resources already being pushed towards the war effort in the Outer Rim.


“Isn’t he stationed alongside his wife on the Seventh Fleet?” Anakin watched Obi-Wan nod, his master’s smile now made sense. The past seven weeks since the war started had been busy, when Ezra told Anakin he was aware of his marriage to Padmé, he had initially panicked, though Ezra had assured him that he and Sabine would cover for him when needed.


Anakin had never been more grateful for the two, he could only imagine how hard it was for them, losing everything and coming to an area of space that was completely unfamiliar to them. They had adjusted well. “That’s a considerable amount of firepower we’re bringing down on Trench’s fleet.


“The Seventh Fleet, that’s Admiral Fordia’s force.” Anakin turned his gaze to Yularen, his thoughts pausing as the admiral recognised the fleets name, Yularen seemed to be familiar with its commanding officer.


“You know the Seventh Fleet’s admiral?” Anakin didn’t know why he was surprised, he’d assume that most admirals knew each other, considering they had to rely upon one another when a battle went down hill.


“Fordia and I served together during the Battle of Malastare Narrows, we barely escaped with our lives. Since then, she’s studied Trench’s tactics and strategies in the hopes that she’d never be caught off-guard again.” Anakin saw the way Yularen spoke, he spoke like a survivor, Trench’s survival hasn’t hit him well.


“Yes, fortunately for us, we’ll have the resources needed to break the blockade and retake Christophsis.”


Trench sat, eyes focused on the moon ahead of them, the moon where the Republic fleet had taken refuge, where the stealth ship had fled behind following its discovery. Something was off about the situation, the Republic hadn’t come out from hiding, as he had hoped, or wished they would.


“What is the status of the blockade?” His eyes turned, falling upon his tactical droid. The droids were, in his opinion, vastly superior to the Clones, they were quick to respond to orders, and didn’t take as long as the Clones to create more.


“All cruisers are standing by and holding strong.”


Trench leaned back in his chair, the Republic would never break his blockade, they couldn’t get past it through brute force, and sneaking through with a stealth ship didn’t work either. It was a hopeless situation for the Republic. “And the statues of the Republic cruisers?”


“They are slowly moving into visual range.”


Trench rose from his chair, eyes darting towards the moon, sure enough, he could the see four Venators moving out from their cover. “What are the Jedi up to?” He wondered aloud, his cane held tight within his grasp.


“Sir, we’re detecting several Republic cruisers entering the system.”


Trench blinked, his gaze falling upon the emerging Republic reinforcements. “So, this is what you were up to, Jedi. Awaiting reinforcements.” He turned, gaze observing the fleet before him. In total, there were now eleven Venators. One Venator in particular caught his attention, to the untrained eye, it would be nothing of importance, but to Trench, even the minor details could be the difference between victory and defeat.


This detail was vital, the ships underside was painted with what appeared to be a stylised Loth-Wolf head. A detail, Trench believed, signalled that this particular Venator served a higher purpose.


Ezra smiled from his position upon the bridge of the Krownest, the Venator had served them well so far into the war. The flagship of the Seventh Fleet, one of the Republics larger fleets fighting in the Outer Rim, was already gaining a reputation for its victories.


The Separatist blockade was large, and from what Ezra had learned recently, from what he could gain from Fordia, it was that Trench was a tactical mastermind. Sadly for Trench, he could not compare to Thrawn, Sabine or himself when it came to commanding a battle. He’d started passing lessons on to Fordia when it came to fleet combat, his own experiences helping the Admiral expand her own military training.


He turned, walking towards the holotable. Since the war started, both he and Sabine had changed their appearance slightly, Ezra had gained additional armour, armour now covered his shoulders and the vambraces worn by the Clone Commandos now adorned his arms while a kama now rested around his waist, granting extra protection around his legs.


Sabine already stood, helmet in hand, her armour had been painted with a base purple highlighted by the vibrant orange colours of th 81st Assault Corps. She too, had employed the use of a kama. Her left shoulder pad now spotted the Republic insignia. She’d dyed her hair as well, now spotting the vibrant orange and purple to match her armour.


He turned his faze, falling upon Admiral Fordia, Fordia was a strange one, a proud military commander who prided herself on maintaining an effective fighting force. She hailed from a rich family on Serenno. Her knowledge of naval combat knew no bounds and constantly expanded, making her someone he had come to respect.


Her long, ethereal black hair flowed out along her back, a few strands resting along her chest, her Serennian clock, the status of her nobility, was clipped tightly around her officer’s uniform. Her emerald eyes focused on the holotable before them, the Separatist blockade projected above it. Surrounding the table, the holographic images of Anakin, Obi-Wan, Cody, Rex and Yularen stood.


The fleets formation was a standard blockade, the same formation he’d seen over Elom and the other dozen or so worlds he’d been to over the past seven weeks. What struck him as odd was how small the fleet was. “The fleet isn’t as large as I was expecting.” He noted, crossing his arms as his mind went to work.


He saw Fordia shift slightly, her gaze narrowed further. “Even the smallest force can be the most dangerous.” Ezra didn’t deny that it was a lesson Thrawn started imposing upon others following his defeat at Lothal, just because you have the numbers doesn’t mean you can underestimate your opponent.


When the war with the Grysk started, they began using small fleets, utilising hit and run tactics, taking a page from the Rebellions playbook. Slowly, as they started to become a pest in the Grysk’s side, they started to expand their military operations, Chiss started to see the potential in pre-emptive strikes.


Recruitment and expansion of the Hands military force began, and Ezra quickly found himself mentoring and training the navigators, giving them combat trials and helping them understand the Force, or whatever meager aspects of it they could control. He wasn’t alone in that regard, Vah’nya helped him train them, and helped him explore just what made Chiss Force sensitives lose their abilities.


He pushed those thoughts aside; they had a blockade to break. “Fordia, mobilise the fleet into attack formation, I’ll lead the fighter squadrons in the offensive.” Anakin raised an eyebrow, Ezra knew the Jedi Knight was a skilled pilot, but he was pretty good himself, Hera had taught him well, but a few of the Tie Pilots on the Chimera, and a few Chiss pilots, taught him a few tricks as well. “Care to join me, Knight Skywalker?”


He watched Anakin smirk, with the two of them behind the controls of their fighters, Trench’s fleet didn’t stand a chance. “I’ll remain aboard with Fordia, to help Master Kenobi and Admiral Yularen coordinate the fleet’s attack.” Ezra turned, nodding at Sabine.


“May the Force be with us.”


Fordia narrowed her gaze as she marched along the command bridge. “All stations, sound off.” She came to a halt, her gaze focused on the Invincible. Trench’s flagship, the Providence class sat at the centre of the blockade, that ship was the primary target.


“Sensors, check.”


“Navigation, check.”


“Weapons, check.”


“Communications, check.”


Fordia smiled, arms crossing behind her back. “Launch fighters and prepare for battle.” Ahead of her view, she saw the massive hangar bay doors slide open, the large fighter complement soaring out as they accelerated to attack speed.


“Fighters have launched, Admiral.”


She narrowed her eyes, watching the Separatist fleet closely. “Your play, Admiral Trench. Let us see what new tricks you’ve learnt since our last encounter over Malastare.” She whispered, watching the swarm of Republic fighters soar closer and closer to the Separatist blockade.


Ezra shifted his gaze, his astromech slotted ahead of him chirped at the Separatist fleet ahead. “I know R10, the ships imposing, but we’ve got this. So long as we don’t get overconfident, Trench won’t know what hit him.” He pushed the joystick forward, accelerating fast. “All Squadrons, report in.”


“Gold Squadron’s ready to go General.”


“Shadow Squadron armed and ready to take out those cruisers.”


“Red Squadron locked and loaded.”


He smiled as the Separatist vessels grew larger. “All squadrons, accelerate to attack speed, let’s show these droids what damage a few talented pilots can do.” Pushing the joystick further forward, his ships soared ahead, already, he could see the mass of droid fighters pouring from their stations.


“Admiral, we’re moving in for the attack, you may begin your assault.”


“Understood, General Shan. All cruisers, focus your fire on the closest droid ship.”


Trench narrowed his eyes as he leaned back in his chair. “So, the Republic has launched their attack. Launch fighters and fire on the closest Republic ship.” There was something different about this attack, the fighters weren’t anything new, there was just something… familiar about the fleet, its formation struck him as odd.


As he observed the fight, the fleets exchanging fire with one another, did it occur to him just why it was familiar. It was a formation he’d used before, the formation he used during the Battle of Malastare Narrows, and very few had survived that battle to tell the tale. Then came the tactics utilised by the ships, the way the lead Venator, the one with the Loth-Wolf, sat the centre.


The way it fought, someone was using his tactics against him, his strategies were being utilised against him. The realisation opened him up to something new, this opponent was someone he fought against before, just who it was, he didn’t know.


“Intensify our forward deflectors and open a transmission to the Republic fleet, open frequency.” He clicked as he sat forward. “I wish to learn who my opponent is.”


“Admiral, we’re getting a transmission on an open frequency.” Fordia turned, her gaze falling on Sabine, the news was unsettling, were civilians caught in the crossfire, if so, then why weren’t they alerted to their presence?


“From who?” Fordia questioned, eyes narrowed she swept the command pits, the officers all working away at their stations, coordinating the attack upon the Separatist blockade.


“It’s Trench, Ma’am.”


Fordia blinked, swiftly turning as she marched along the command walkway, her gaze focused on the holotable. “Put it through.” Her thoughts raced as the Harch commander flashed to life upon the table. “Admiral Trench, it’s been a while since Malastare.”


“Teagmak Fordia. Now I understand why your ships fight with such ferocity, you should have finished your military career following your failure to defeat me over Malastare.” Fordia held her body straight as the admiral spoke, her gaze refused to leave the Harch’s spider like body.


“I’m not one to back down from such a temporary setback, I’ve studied your tactics, your strategies, every fight you’ve been involved in, I’ve studied them all. You won’t get away this easily, and this time, I’ll make sure you go down with your ship.” Her words were filled with venom, she lost a lot of good men over Malastare, she wasn’t going to let Trench have the satisfaction of tearing more men from her.


The clicks escaping Trench’s mouth irritated her to no end. “Then you are sorely mistaken, Count Dooku will be furious if I lose Christophsis to the Republic.” She could care less about what her misguided cousin thought, or what he would do to the Harch admiral, anything sort of death would be a mercy for the admiral.


“Do you think I care what my cousin will do with you, you killed a lot of good men at Malastare, I won’t let you kill anymore with your twisted games, Admiral.” She turned, cutting the transmission before the Harch admiral could say anymore. There was a lot of built-up anger, hatred focused on the man who caused her greatest failure.


To say that Ezra was enjoying himself would be an understatement, he was having a blast. Droid fighters fell before his weapon systems, gunning the down like they weren’t even a threat to him. That being said, he wasn’t going to underestimate them. While they seemed to have a similar focus to the Empire’s TIE Fighters, they were still deadly when grouped in large numbers.


He turned, rolling his fighter to the side as he passed by one of the smaller Separatist frigates, the droid ships firing away at the fleet, a fleet clearing the path for the Acclamators still in hyperspace. At least, when they arrived, they could give the fleet a little extra edge with their missiles.


Ezra shifted his gaze the Force warning him of incoming fire, with fast reflexes, he turned, the fighter’s controls weren’t as responsive as those of the TIE Defender Elite, but they were close enough. The only thing he wished the fighter had were shields. Otherwise, he was pretty pleased with the fighter.


“Red leader, you’ve got fighters on you.”


“I can’t shake them.”


Ezra turned, he could see red leader in the distance. “Hang tight Metalhawk, I’ve got your back.” He maneuvered his fighter through the thick of battle, droid fighters that cross his path were blown to bits as he pushed his fighter to its limits. Within seconds, he was behind Metalhawk’s problem, his fighters laser cannons opening up upon the droid fighters.


“Thanks General, I owe you one.”


He shook his head, Metalhawk owed him nothing. “You don’t owe me anything captain, now let’s give these droids something to fear.” A cheer of agreement echoed over the comms as he pushed forward, the battle was drawing on, and the longer it went on, the chance that they emerged in defeat grew higher.


“General Shan, we can’t punch through Trench’s shields.”


That would most certainly be an issue, whatever he was using for shields were tough, stronger than what he had initially thought. Cutting through another squadron of fighters, Ezra focused on Trench’s flagship, it would prove difficult, but he needed to draw Trench’s attention. “Skywalker, form up on my rear.”


“What are you planning?”


Ezra smirked as Anakin’s fighter flew up behind him. “We’re going to give Trench a little headache, and hopefully, cause him to focus on us. Red Squadron, keep those fighters off our back.” He pushed the accelerator, the joystick pushed as far forward as it could go. His fighter soared ahead as Metalhawk affirmed that they would do their best.


Trench stood tall as the battle raged around him, the fighters had already started to cause a number on his own supply, the Jedi’s skill as pilots were to be commended. But, for all their skill, it would not save them, the battle would be his. “Prepare to fire tracking torpedos, we shall see how long these Jedi last in their fighters.”


“I do not recommend firing the tracking torpedos, sir, we will be forced to lower our shields.”


Trench turned; his gaze focused upon his tactical droid. “I do not care, those Jedi are tearing apart my fighters, if we are to have any hope of winning this battle, they must be dealt with.” He knew the risks, he’d taken them into account, it would be a short few minutes before the shields were up and running again.


“Lowering shields, tracking torpedoes armed and locked.”


Trench fell into his chair, his gaze focused as his cane rested along his lap as both Ezra and Anakin soared past the bridge. “Fire.”


“Ezra, I hope you know what you’re doing, because you’ve got Trench’s attention, including the attention of his torpedos.”


Ezra smiled at Sabine’s words, his plan was coming together. “All right Anakin, the plan’s going as we hoped, now we just need to drag these things back at him. R10, divert all power to the engines, we’re going to need it.” R10 chirped in response, he felt the shift in power as his fighters soared faster than it had before.


He could sense Anakin right behind him, following his example as he turned fast. He watched Trench’s ship in the distance, his gaze focused upon the vessel ‘s bridge. “We’re going to cut it pretty close with this.”


“Wouldn’t be the first time I did something this risky.”


Ezra didn’t doubt it, Anakin was the kind of person to take a huge risk, especially if it paid off. As he soared closer and closer to Trench’s flagship, he relaxed, letting the Force guide his actions. Manoeuvre his ship close enough the vessel hull without making contact was the hardest part, but with the Force, anything was possible.


Sabine watched, eyes glued to the fight before her, Fordia stood by her side, both were tense, watching the two fighters fly so close to Trench’s ship, the tracking torpedoes right on their tail. Their breath caught as an explosion ripped through the ship, Trench’s flagship bursting into flames as the command bridge was torn to shreds by the torpedos. From the dust, both fighters emerged, seemingly unharmed.


“Ezra, next time you do something like this, warn me.” She knew Ezra could pull crazy things like this, he and Vah’nya would’ve pulled something like this off every few weeks, angering the Grysk whilst getting away with something of value, it wasn’t a pleasant feeling, worrying about him while he was off, doing some extremely risky thing.


“You know I can handle it, and if I can’t, well, you’ll be there to tell me so.”


She shook her, always with the jokes. “I worry about you; you know that right?” She knew he knew, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to vocalise it to him. “All things aside, good work Ezra, you too, General Skywalker. Invasion fleets just about to drop out of hyperspace.”


She turned, looking at Fordia, the Admiral seemed to be at ease, relaxed even. Following the conversation she had with Trench earlier, Sabine had been… concerned to say the least. Now though, Fordia seemed better, as if the nightmare of her dreams was gone.


As the fleet began its attack upon the disorganised blockade, the time for the land invasion was next. It was time to gather the 303rd and begin preparations for the land assault.


 Sabine stood as she boarded the LAAT, her gaze focused on the troopers around, all marked by the vibrant orange of the 81st Assault corps, each of them were stood, armed as they awaited take-off. “Commander, the walkers are loaded, we’re ready for take-off.”


She turned, her gaze falling upon a clone bearing her starbird symbol upon his helmet. “Noted, Ricochet. Pilot, patch me into Rex and Cody.” The LAAT rocked as it began take-off, two holographic images flickering to life before her. “Phoenix Battalion is locked and loaded, we’ve left the transport and begun our approach to the surface.”


She glanced at her men, her unit, her men. She remembered taking charge of the stormtroopers of the Hand’s military, she’s reorganised, put them through though training until they were a fighting force to be feared by their enemies, but respected by their allies.


The Grysk had recognised them as a threat after the first few battles of the war. With her training regiment and the leadership skilled commanders, the Grysk did their best to take them out, their training centres were all but heavily guarded, and deep within Hand territory. She shook her, the LAAT rocked once more.


The gunships internal lights turned red, she moved, sliding her helmet over her head. “Check your gear, we only have moments before we land in combat.” She faced the LAAT’s doors, hands slipping towards her WESTAR blasters. The gunship rocked under enemy fire, she spared a brief glance with Ricochet, the clone nodded, the grasp upon his rifle tight.


The clone had helped her and Padmé during the battle of Geonosis gather men to follow Dooku and provide support to Ezra and Pinpointer, alongside Anakin and Obi-Wan. “Have fun out there, Commander.” Sabine smiled as the LAAT’s doors opened, she waved, WESTAR’s drawn as they charged from the transports.


Separatist blaster fire greeted them as they surged forward, leveling her blasters, she returned a volley of fire, several droids collapsing to the ground under the fire. She ducked behind cover, several clones following suite. “Clankers sure know how to give a warm welcome.”


She rolled her eyes, the situation reminded her of the time she and Vah’nya were trapped on Leyostea, the Grysk were particular persistent on forcing them from cover. “Then our response should be warmer, I spy two crab droids gaining on our position.” Another trooper cried, falling back behind cover.


She turned, firing a volley of laser fire into a group of droids. “I need rockets out here, double time.” Her eyes narrowed, a bolt impacted the debris they hid behind. two troopers raced to her side, kneeling down as they settled their launchers upon their shoulders. She turned, smiling as she directed their attention towards the two crab droids. “Let them have it.”


The rockets fired, the crab droids going up in flames as parts of them flew over the battlefield. One of their walkers fired, blowing a group of droids into the air. Standing tall, she leapt over the debris before her. “Forward.” Under the cover off the walkers, she started to advance, the droids falling back as they gave ground to them.


They were coming up on Senator Organa’s position, she could see the firefight between the droid army and the rebels. With a burst of speed, she raced forward, firing her blasters upon each and every droid in her way. Her men pulling up the flank as they cleared the droids out.


She holstered one of her blasters, a droid AAT sat in their path, taking aim upon Organa’s command pod. She signalled two of her men forward, directing them towards the AAT, the two troopers fell to the ground, knees sat as their took aim with their launchers. The rockets fired, propelled forward towards the Droid tank.


The tank burst into flames as the rockets slammed into it. With a smirk, she quickly pushed, bringing her vambraces energy shield up as the battle slowly turned into a Republic victory. Slowly, she made her way to Senator Organa, the droids falling back as Anakin and Obi-Wan came in from the south and east.


“General Kenobi, Skywalker, Commander. I’m glad you got through the blockade.” Sabine smiled as Organa moved to talk with them, the droids were outnumbered, the walkers and heavy cannons, brought along by the 501st, were making short work of their dwindling numbers.


“Yes, well Admiral Trench certainly didn’t make it easy.” Obi-Wan had already engaged in conversation with the Senator, leaving her to deal with the men, her men at least. As she walked along, she saw the men of the 303rd gathering together with those of the 212th and the 501st. Ahead of her, three clones gathered, her top men in the battalion.


Ricochet, CT-338, the trooper with her starbird painted upon the left side of his helmet turned, falling into line as she neared. He earned his name after he managed to ricochet several shots during one of their operations. The vibrant orange along his armour was painted along his arms, with two more lines along his chest. The plates of his leg armour also featured this orange lining while additional paint decorated his helmet.


Pinpointer, CT-337, spotted her starbird upon his chest, painted in the same location as the starbird upon her chest. The orange decorating his armour was rectangular along his shoulder armour, with some adorning his helmet. He fought alongside Ezra during her husband’s duel with Dooku during the battle of Geonosis. They had taken to calling him Pinpointer after he had succeeded in pinpoint droid positions.


Triggerhappy, CT-2953, had painted the starbird upon his left shoulder pad, the vibrant orange of his armour was featured heavily in certain places, his forearm amour was completely orange, as were his shin plates and knee pads. His elbow armour was also completely orange. Unlike his companions, he did not fight in the battle of Geonosis, instead, alongside Cody, he completed his training following the battles victory. His name, funnily enough, was given thanks to his itchy trigger finger.


“Commander, the droids are in full retreat.” Ricochet allowed his arms to relax, falling to his side, much to Sabine’s relief. Of the three troopers standing before her, he was the one whose arm was most likely to die due to saluting at all times. Ricochet was a no-nonsense trooper, all business until downtime, when he was off duty or in-between missions, the true Ricochet would emerge.


A trooper who enjoyed spending time with his brothers, a trooper who told stories and enjoyed sparing with her, like others under her command. “Excellent work, with them on the run, we have time to set up a base of operations.” She paused, turning her attention towards Pinpointer. “Pinpointer, I want men scouting the area, work with the men of the 501st and the 212th to find a suitable location for our base of operations.”


“I’ll get some men gathered and set to work, Commander.”


Sabine smiled, Pinpointer was always eager to go out scouting, or patrol the surrounding area. His unorthodox approach to certain situations certainly made him a reliable trooper when the situation called upon it. As for the final member of the trinity, Triggerhappy was always shooting first, question things latter. Beneath all that though, was the loyal, selfless trooper ready to lay down his life for those around him.


“I want the two of you gathering the men, the enemy won’t rest long, and they’ll be back before we know it. I want our boys ready for battle when they do.” She turned, eyeing the direction in which the droid force had fallen, she didn’t trust what they were planning, not one bit.


Ezra sighed as he landed in the hangar of the Krownest. A call from Coruscant awaited him, one he wasn’t eager to answer. Christophsis wasn’t down, and the droid fleet in orbit wasn’t helping the situation either. While Trench may be gone, that didn’t mean the droids would give up.


Sure, they didn’t have their leader anymore, but they were still putting up a fight. As he walked, he pinged his comm. “Admiral, direct the call to my quarters, I’ll take it there.” He turned his gaze to the hangar around him, troopers moved about as they raced to get the bombers back in the fight.


“Its’ being redirected to your quarters, General.”


Ezra smiled as he turned, picking up the pace as he moved down the long corridors of the Venator. It was a strange thought at just how eerily similar they were to the Imperial Star Destroyers he came to call home. Granted, the Imperial class was the Venator’s successor. He wondered just how the Empire would give up such a formidable vessel for a mobile fortress.


In his time serving alongside the Venators, he’d come to recognise that a Venator posed a significant threat compared to the Imperial class, both had their strengths, yes, but the fighters that the Venator could field was an imposing image, the swarms of fighters brought a level of awe and fear to those who’d face them.


He turned, stepping into his quarters, well it belonged to Sabine as well. The colourful walls quickly struck him as he stepped towards the computer console, the door closing behind him. Coming to a stop, he fell into his chair, activating the holoprojector, the image of the Jedi Council flashed to life.


Another meeting this far into the war wasn’t exactly uncommon for him. They’d had a few since the war started. Each time they discussed something different. He set his sights on those he knew weren’t present on Coruscant at the moment, Obi-Wan chief among them, considering he was attending the conference from the planet’s surface.


“Now that we’ve gathered, we should discuss the situation regarding the Outer Rim.”


Windu’s words struck Ezra fast, he had seen the fighting out here, the Separatist were taking major planets among the supply routes, making it harder to direct supplies to their forces in the Outer Rim, taking Christophsis was but one of many worlds needed to secure a foothold so far out from the core.


“We’ve begun our operations upon the surface of Christophsis, but the situation is far worse than we first thought, the Separatist forces on the ground are larger than we anticipated.”


Ezra nodded, he suspected as much, the droid army wasn’t going to leave a strategical world undefended, it would explain why Trench had been dispatched to blockade the planet.


“Anything to say, does Master Shan have?”


Ezra nodded. “I have to concur with Master Kenobi, the droid fleet was well defended, Admiral Trench was a tough foe to crack. Still, even with their commanding officer dead, the blockade is putting up a fight.”


“Able to survive the Battle of Malastare Narrows, Trench was. Curious it is, to know if others survived previous battles, unharmed?”


It was a troubling thought, thankfully, he and Anakin were able to see Trench’s defeat through, and with his death, the war would progress faster. Ezra didn’t take joy in the lives he took, but sometimes, he had to be pragmatic. A lesson Thrawn had taught both himself and Sabine. Often, you had to be pragmatic, to deal with a situation in a practical way as opposed to the theoretical considerations or methods.


“And the reports from our other fronts?”


“Most are having succuss, routing out the droid armies attempting to progress further into the Inner Rim. It would appear that most fronts are focused in the Expansion Region.”


Thanks to the fact the Separatist had cut off most supply routes into the Outer Rim, the only routes they didn’t have access to were those controlled by the Hutts, and they seemed content to just sit back and enjoys the profits the war produced.


“Onto the other matter at hand, the matter regarding Padawan Tano’s apprenticeship to Anakin Skywalker?”


Ahsoka, to think she was so young at the moment. The times he was at the temple, he would help guide the younger padawans, the younglings, in an attempt to pass on some of the knowledge he knew with the hope that more might survive the purge. Ahsoka was eager to learn, but he had always taken to teaching classes she and Kanan, Caleb, weren’t in.


It wasn’t that he wanted to avoid the younger versions of his teachers, but the fact that he wasn’t ready to engage with them yet. Yoda understood his situation, he had expressed much regarding what he knew regarding the Jedi with him, and who taught him.


Perhaps, in time, he’d pass some lessons on to Ahsoka, given avoiding her wasn’t going to be possible in the near future, the very near future if he remembered his history right. She was meant to be a year or two younger then when he started training under Kanan.


“It would do Anakin well to learn when to let go.”


Ezra knew it was Obi-Wan’s idea, he wasn’t a fool, nor was he blind to such matters. Obi-Wan may not be Anakin’s master anymore, but that didn’t mean he was don’t teaching him things, every day was a new chance to learn something new. “I’m in agreement with Master Kenobi. I believe allowing Anakin a padawan to teach will do him much good, a final lesson for him complete.”


He saw a wave of nods in agreement with his words, a chance to see Ahsoka in her young years, to see just how she grew to be who she was or would be. There was a high chance his presence will change that outcome greatly, if only in her knowledge of the Force.


“In agreement, we are. Grant Skywalker a padawan, we will. Report to Coruscant as soon as able, Master Shan will. Escort Padawan Tano to Christophsis, he will.”


Ezra nodded. “I’ll be on my way once they’ve set up on the ground.”  He watched, ending the call. Another meeting over, another time to enter the fight. He rose from the chair, reaching for his comm. “Sabine, what’s the situation on the surface? I’m needed back on Coruscant as soon as possible.”


“We’ve managed to get Senator Organa’s location secure. Should we send him up to you?”


Ezra frowned, getting the Senator back to Coruscant would be wise. “Inform him that I’m headed for Coruscant, if he wants a ride, he’ll get one with the Krownest. Otherwise he’s stuck until the Separatist fleet has been dealt with.


“Already on it. How’s the situation up there?”


He closed his eyes, the droids were relentless, not once giving up. The bombers had been forced to fly back every now and then, given how determined the enemy was at taking them out. “We’re managing, even without Trench, they just won’t give up. I guess the planet’s so important to the war effort that they’re determined to fight to the end.”


“It is located on a trade route; supplies come through here frequently. It doesn’t help the planet’s a mining world too, all those recourses, ripe for the war effort.”


Practical, Thrawn had rubbed off on them more then he initially realised. “Suppose that’s fair. Still, would be nice to have an easy fight for once.” He was asking for too much, the droids would never give them an easy fight. It was out war, no matter what he hoped, what they hoped, it wasn’t going to go their way.


“Senator Organa’s on his way up now. Any reason why you’re need on Coruscant anyway?”


Ezra smiled, she was going to enjoy this. “Oh, just picking up Skywalker’s padawan, you know, Ahsoka.” He waited for her response, it was going to be glorious when she realised that he was running an errand.


“Ahsoka, no way, this early in the war. Haar’chak, how old is she, fourteen?”


“Something like that, not exactly sure. Not exactly going to ask her age either.” That much was true, it was a breach of trust, and privacy. “I’ve got to be ready, if I’m transporting the padawan of Anakin Skywalker, then I need to be presentable, after all, I’m a member of the Jedi High Council.”


“Try not to make a fool of yourself and I’ll try to keep things running smooth here.”


Cutting the connection, Ezra moved from his quarters, moving down the hallways as he made his way for the bridge. “Admiral, set course for Coruscant, once Senator Organa’s aboard, make the jump.”


“Understood General, Fordia out.”


Three days of fighting with no end in sight, the droid army dug in deep, with a larger force then they initially thought. She wished she’d brought the entirety of the 81st assault corps to the fight, the 303rd were good, but even then, they were limited.


Hiding out of sight, prepping an ambush for the droid battalion about to march through drew her back to the days fighting the Empire, and the ambushes they’d walked into on many occasions. The golden days, as Ezra had called them, when it was just them, Hera, Zeb, Kanan and Chopper.


She and some of her men were stationed in the north tower, alongside Anakin and troops of the 501st, she stood, helmet held in hand as she observed the war-torn streets around them. The droid army had brought much destruction, as had their efforts in fighting them back.


So much devastation, she had little doubt that even following the end of the war, Christophsis would take a while to recover. “Pinpointer’s caught sight of the droid battalion headed our way.” She turned, her gaze falling upon Rex, it was strange, working alongside his younger self, the experiences that had made the Rex she knew had yet to happen.


“We’d best inform the generals.” Her vision shifted, falling onto Anakin, the Jedi Knight was in communication with Obi-Wan, discussing their plan of attack. “General Skywalker, the droids are on the approach.”


She watched Anakin turn, watching as he nodded. She glanced at her men, gesturing for them to move quickly. Moving swiftly, her gaze fell out the window, the droid battalion was moving quickly, rapidly approaching their position.


Something was off, something was wrong with the situation, a gut feeling in her chest stirred, screamed at her to look closer. “The droids are splitting up!” The words crashed into her hard as a firefight erupted in th south tower, alerting their group to the situation across from them.


“How’d the droids know our attack plan?”


That was a question she’d like the answer to as well. Sliding her helmet into place, she moved, following Anakin as took charge. Lightsaber ignited, she watched as he cut through the window. “Rex, cables.”


Sabine looked at her men, a smirk forming as she did so. She knew what was coming. “Men, prep jetpacks.” Her gaze turned towards the south tower; the blaster fire echoed from each side. Obi-Wan’s men were trapped. As Anakin and the 501st lead the charge, she followed after him.


The collective sound of several jetpacks echoed as she led her men over the gap, some firing away at the droids below them. Soaring ahead of Anakin, she landed with a roll, vibroblade drawn as she cut the droids down, displaying several feats she’d achieved through extensive training.


Turning, she found Anakin slicing through the droids as he made his way towards Obi-Wan, their men following after him. Running after the Jedi Knight, she made her way into the main room, Obi-Wan, and what little was left of his unit stationed there, gave ground to the advancing droid army.


“This way’s clear, Commander Shan made sure of that.”


Sabine smiled as she drew her blaster, firing at the oncoming droids. Slowly, she moved, following the Jedi General’s towards the elevator. One of the droids got a lucky hit in, hitting her in the chest. The impact knocked her back. Thankful for the beskar plating, and Pinpointer standing behind her, she didn’t receive any serious injuries that’d threaten her combat ability. “Thanks for keeping me off the ground, Pinpointer.”


The clone nodded, firing his blaster as they boarded the lift. “Just doing my job, Commander.” The doors closed and the lift took off. Giving them room to breathe. Glancing over her men, and those of the 212th and 501st, she noticed how tense they all were. It wasn’t anything new, but she wasn’t used to a plan, or an ambush, going so sour so quickly.


Someone had leaked their intel to the enemy, but who it was, well that was a questioned that could answered back at base. The doors opened, allowing them out onto the roof. Following the two Jedi, she made her way to the edge. “Well, I hope you made arrangements for our escape.”


She rolled her eyes, the droids would follow them up, they were, in their view, trapped with nowhere to go. She just hoped Anakin had indeed thought of a way out for them, given just how risky this plan was in the first place. Sure, the ambush as a good plan, but taking so few men with them was asking for trouble.


The elevators pinged, all of them opened fast, allowing the droid army access to the roof. She turned fast, firing her blaster to little effect, there were simply too many droids marching on them. She spied the tactical droid.


She smirked, well, there was one way to learn how they enemy learned of their ambush. Racing forward, she leapt into the air with a cry. Deflector shield active, she landed before the tactical droid. Lunging forward, she grasped the droids head, tearing it from its place with a few twists and turns before falling back. By now, the humming of a LAAT had reached her ears. Backing up to the clones, she turned, watching as the gunship landed close by.


Falling onto the transport, she watched as the droids continued to fire, the LAAT’s blast shields closing as they took flight. She sighed, glad to be out of the fight. Turning, she faced the two Jedi. “Hopefully, this tactical droid will reveal how they knew of our ambush.”


The command centre was silent, empty, save the five of them. The tactical droid’s head sat upon the holotable, connected up to the various computers surrounding them. “Hopefully, this droid will reveal how they knew our plan.” She nodded at Rex, watching the tactical droid ignite with life.


The towers flickered into existence as the droid told them what they already knew. She growled as the droid failed and powered down completely. “Well, so much for telling us how they learned our plan.” She remarked, disappoint heavy in her voice, she turned, facing the two Jedi, following the most recent defeat, the decision to send the ships to gather reinforcements made logical sense to her.


At the time, their victory over the planet seemed assured, now, with a potential traitor or spy among their ranks, that victory was uncertain. “Well, Commanders, Captain, Anakin and I shall make a visit behind enemy lines, and see if we can’t find out who our potential spy, or traitor, might be.”


“While we’ll work from this end, see if we can’t find out who the traitor is here.” Sabine raised an eyebrow at Rex, the only people on base were clones, save herself, Obi-Wan and Anakin. The fact was, if there was a traitor or spy among them, it was a clone.


“Commanders, Captain. I wish you luck in your endeavour.”


She shook her head, the Jedi were going to need the luck more then they did. Watching the Jedi take their leave, she turned to face her fellow officers. She and Cody were now the highest ranked officers on base, ignoring the fact that Cody technically held a higher authority then she did, thanks in part to the fact that he commanded the third systems army.


Crossing her arms, she turned to face the vast supply of computers around her. When one usually turns information over to the enemy, there’s always a marker, a way to trace it back to either end. The best way to start looking, was to shift through all the outbound transmissions anything headed outside the base, and that was a hefty number of calls to shift through.


“Our traitor could be anyone, a brother, a droid. Where do we even start looking?” She lifted her head, glancing over her shoulder briefly at Rex. She’d already started looking, drawing upon her experience serving under Thrawn in the Hand, helping the Chiss Ascendency route out traitors serving the Grysk.


“You can start by helping me shift through all these outbound communication logs.” Refocusing her attention upon the screen, the lines and lines of data before her would make anyone not used to them made, but she’d worked with Eli Vanto in her missions, developing a fondness for data. It was useful in many situations, especially when you needed to calculate a battle’s outcome.


She heard Rex move to her side, his gaze falling upon the screen. “There’s so many communications, it’ll take days to process and read through them all.”


She smirked, typing away as she worked hard to narrow them down. “To some, it would, not to me. All I have to do is filter them all until I found those transmitting to a source that isn’t Republic owned.”


“Someone left their commlink on, someone’s been listening in.”


Sabine pulled back fast, gaze snapping to Cody. By her side, Rex recoiled in horror, this was bad, it meant the enemy may very well know that both Obi-Wan and Anakin were enroute, they’d be headed right into a trap. “The Generals, they’ll be headed right into a Separatist trap.”


She nodded, it seemed Rex had reached the same conclusion she had. “The comm will have been activated recently, not left on.” She had taken note of the comm unit used, short range transmitters, usually used for small scale ambushes where everyone was in yelling distance. “Whoever our traitor is, they’ll be close by.”


With a nod, the three raced out the door, glancing down the corridor, a clone moved, taking off at the sight of them. She frowned and chased after them. “Stop!” the cries of her fellow officers didn’t seem to convince the clone to stop.


Twisting down several corridors, Sabine nodded, taking a different route to the other two. Turning another corner, she noted that whoever their traitor is, they were smart. She came to pause, halting outside the mess hall.


Taking a step inside revealed to her a whole mass of clones, Rex and Cody were already present, no doubt taking a quick sweep of the area. Coming to a stop, she eyed the mass before her. “No luck?” She questioned, glancing at the two. A single nod from Rex was she needed to turn right around. “Then we’d best start looking through those logs.”


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Ezra frowned as he marched along the Temple steps, a minor dispute had broken out shortly before his arrival, being the closest Jedi to the situation, he’d been sent to handle the situation. Safe to say, his years as the unofficial diplomate of Phoenix Squadron had paid off.


He was thankful to be back on Coruscant, away from the mess of politics and diplomacy he’d just handled. Marching through the temple’s doors, he was greeted to the mass of Jedi before him, he wondered just how Sabine was doing, how the fight for Christophsis was doing.


Several Jedi turned, their gaze focused don the returning Jedi Master, he didn’t mind the looks, long used to them whenever he entered a room full of Chiss. They were curious to his powers, and he couldn’t blame them, their control over the Force was limited, and confined to select timeframe.


Being among so many Jedi, so many Force Sensitives, it was a different experience. He could feel each and every one of them in the Force, each one a bright spark amidst a torrent of uncertainty regarding the war and their roles as generals.


He didn’t mind their role as generals, a military commander was all he really knew these days. Years of fighting had worn him down greatly, made him wiser, aware of those around him, how they felt, how they thought at times. He had seen much, change greatly, those experiences had shaped who he was.


His time in the Unknown Regions had changed him further, gone was a commander of the Rebellion, gone was the former street orphan. Now there was a military commander, a general fighting a war bigger than himself. It wasn’t his war to fight, but, because he can fight, he feels he has to, for those who cannot.


As he pushed through the temple hallways, he focused his attention on what his presence here meant, the Force might not have meant for him and Sabine to be sent back through time, but he knew for a fact, that the Force stood in their way.


It didn’t want them to change the past, the Force had planned things out, plotted all major affairs of the galaxy. It governed major events, determined when they happened, how they happened. It was clear, the moment they ended up on Ansion, that the Force had altered time itself to accommodate their presence.


He was positive the orbital fight for Christophsis hadn’t happened the way it had. He shook his thoughts aside, pushed them to the recesses of his mind for later meditation. Right now, he had a job to do.


22BBY: Christophsis, Outer Rim


Sabine sighed, a hand wiping her face as she shook her head. “You two had any luck?” She turned, her gaze falling upon the clones. The two officers shook their heads. “What about you R2? Any luck on your end?”


R2 was the same droid they met shortly after recruiting Ezra to the cause, he acted the same way, did the same things, in the brief mission they worked together on. The fact he belonged to Anakin was new information.


She watched Rex lean forward, datapad in hand. “What is it?” She glanced at Cody, her fellow Commander was intrigued as well, if his question was any indication. Moving from her place, she went to see what Rex was busy shifting through.


“This wavelength, its irregular, pops up every couple of days. Not enough to be noticeable…”


Sabine caught on to his thought process. “But enough to go under the radar, and sneak information to the enemy.” She looked at R2, as fun as astromechs went, she preferred R10. The droid reminded her of Chopper in some regard.


Perhaps it was his attitude, but R10 could be grumpy at times, a gift from Padmé for their assistance on Naboo, and, in her opinion, a bribe to keep the marriage between her and Anakin a secret. Of course, Padmé wasn’t the kind of person to bribe people, but Sabine, well, old habits die slowly.


“That’s Slick’s barracks, he isn’t going to like this.”


Sabine nodded in agreement, from what she’d seen, Slick was a by the nook type of soldier, so much so that her men kept their distance from him when possible. “We’d better have a word with him and his men, if the traitor is among them, we’ll weed them out quickly.” She turned marching towards the door. “Well, we don’t have all night.”


Slick’s barracks was clean, very clean. Slick himself stood at attention, his men, his squad, wasn’t present, but they would be soon. She stepped forward, taking one good look around the place. “We have reason to believe a member of your squad has betrayed the Republic.” She paused in her search, moving to stand beside Rex, Cody was handling the situation, Rex would speak up if needed, right now, she was observing, watching everything around her.


If one of them was the traitor, there would be signs, visual cues that would give them away, a twitchy limb, a tense body, anything could give them away. She tuned out their voices, focusing her attention upon the men as they entered. Each walked with intrigue, she wondered, now, if they were aware that a traitor was among them, or if they thought they were getting a new assignment.


She watched each trooper, the way they reacted as they were questioned, how they took the news. Most remained calm, shocked, horrified that someone would betray them, that a clone would betray them. She didn’t blame them, her family no doubt felt betrayed when she left Mandalore, when spoke out against the Empire, against the Empire’s methods.


It’s a wonder to know how the Clones turned on the Jedi, why they turned on the Jedi, for whatever reasons, she just couldn’t remember why, almost as if something had wiped that from memory. She needed to refocus her attention on the situation on hand, Chopper seemed to have something on him, and Sketch accused him of lying.


Stepping forward, she came close. “Chopper, may I see what you’re hiding?” Sabine eyed the clone closely. Chopper sighed, allowing her to see what he’d been working on. A ring of droid fingers, battle droid fingers to be precise.


“Battle droid fingers.”


She tilted her head slightly, listening in as Chopper explained why he had them, why he was stringing them together. Safe to say, she understood where he was coming from, Ezra was the same, collecting Stormtrooper helmets as a way of taking something back. Slick spoke, and instantly, Sabine noticed something was off, the way he began shifting suspicion onto Chopper.


The way the sergeant held himself, it was different to the others, a single glance in Sketch’s direction revealed that he also seemed suspicious of the sergeant. As Chopper got into an argument with Sketch, she started to notice even more about him. Then the words came out. “Until the Jedi come back.”


No one knew that except her, Cody and Rex. Which meant one thing. “What do you mean, until the Jedi come back?” She questioned, coming closer to the sergeant. Slick seemed to widened his eyes in realisation that he was caught.


“I really wish you hadn’t heard that, commander.”


Before she could blink, she found herself collapsing into Cody’s arms, a numb feeling of pain raced across her face as Slick raced out the barracks. Pushing herself back onto her feet, she narrowed her gaze. Ignoring the shouts the others made regarding the situation.


Pulling out her comm, she started to chase the traitor. “Ricochet, Pinpointer, Triggerhappy, set weapons to stun and keep an eye out for Slick, I want him alive.”


“Understood Commander.”


Rex and Cody weren’t far behind her, both already informing their men to keep an eye out for the traitor. She turned, tracing Slick’s steps into the Vehicle depot. Coming to a halt, she glanced around the area, eyes narrowed in concentration. She held her hand up, drawing a blaster.


“I’m tracking his comm by this LAAT.” Her fellow officers held their blasters at the ready, following her lead. Turning around the side, she stopped, her mind racing as she took in what was before her. The flashing red light, the discarded belt. “Run… Run.” She screamed, turning fast as she dived to the ground.


Explosions rocked the ground around her as the base alarm rung loud, clones raced onto the scene, prepared to salvage what they can. A hand reached down to her, taking it, Rex pulled her to her feet. “Scorched the entire thing, Haar’chak.” The lead was lost, and Slick was out there, in the base. She knew he wouldn’t leave, there wasn’t any point in doing that yet.


The journey back to the command room was silent, clones moved, patrolling the corridors as they kept alert, larger search parties lead by Ricochet, Pinpointer and Triggerhappy were moving about, sweeping the base, section by section. She trusted her men well; Rex had assigned the 501st to salvage the weapons depot while Cody had tasked the 212th with patrols.


Stepping into the command centre, she narrowed her eyes, glancing at the two officers. “If you were Slick, where would you go?” She wondered aloud; her eyes focused on the computer systems around them. Nothing seemed out of place, or touched since they were last in there.


R2 beeped, drawing their attention to a set of footprints, she briefly looked up, she knew where Slick was, and a glance at her fellow officers revealed that they did as well. “Check the south exit, understood Cody.” She winked at Rex, and the two moved towards the door.


She paused, taking a hiding place outside the room. She bid her time, waiting for Slick to try and make his exit. Sure enough, the doors slid open, and Slick moved to exit. She stepped forward, hands upon her hips. “Going somewhere?” She questioned, leaping forward as she tackled the traitor to the ground.


Slick was good, she could give him that. What little hand to hand training he had could give him a chance against others of his level. She rolled, kicking the traitor back, bringing her arms up, she blocked a blow he threw at her. Cody and Rex moved, she shot them a look, she was going to handle this herself.


Surging forward, she ducked below on of Slick’s swings, grabbing his arm, she twisted. The traitor cried in pain, recovering quickly to elbow her in the head. Slightly daze, she backed up slightly, Slick wasn’t messing around, if he didn’t win this fight, he would be captured, if she won, he would be captured.


Shaking her head, she decided enough was enough, arming her vambrace she fired, knocking the traitor back, dazing him enough for her to charge forward. Grasping him by the shoulders, she brought her knee in hard, causing him to stumble back further. Twisting her body, she kicked him hard in the chest. Cracking her knuckles, she approached Slick, the traitor crumbling to the ground in pain.


“Was that really necessary?”


She smirked. “He was getting on my nerves.” Her reply was amusing, Slick was getting on her nerves, and she hated how much he’d crippled their efforts on Christophsis. “We better get him locked up.”


Sabine cursed as she took cover beside Cody, today certainly wasn’t there day. IN a matter of hours, they’d been forced into battle with what little remained of their walkers. She was thankful the heavy cannons survived the initial attack, that Slick hadn’t obliterated them when he sabotaged their weapons.


The droid army marching upon them added salt to the injury they’d received hours ago. Their men, what was left of their men, had mobilised for the attack quickly, setting up shop within the centre of the city, plenty of cover, and room to draw the enemy into ambushes.


Firing a burst of fire from her cover, she turned her attention towards Obi-Wan, the plan was simple, the massive octuptarra droid needed to be dealt with. Anakin, alongside a small group of clones had taken off someplace, with luck, they’ll be in place to take out the towering droid walkers.


An explosion rocked the debris she’d taken cover behind. “I really hope this plan takes effect soon, those droids are gaining on our position faster then I’d like.” She might have Beskar platting, but she wasn’t foolish enough to charge headfirst into the fight. Her armour would only protect her for a brief period before a few lucky shots took her down for good.


Another volley was fired before Obi-Wan leapt forward, charging into the droid line. She smirked, standing tall as Cody waved for his men to move in. “Move it, take those droids down.” Leaping from the debris, she fired her blasters as they moved in closer to the droids.


Despite their best efforts, the droids seemed to be too numerous, with every droid they took down, another took its place. She hated this, hated just how many there were. When they took Elom, there weren’t this many droids marching upon them. Though they had the full might of the 81st Assault Corps backing them then.


Kicking a droid to the ground, she unleashed a volley of blaster bolts into a group of droids, in the distance, she saw Anakin and his men launch their attack. The first octuptarra droid fell, followed by the second and third. She raced forward, her men following her lead, taking cover behind the fallen octuptarra legs.


“So many droids, bet the General would just love to cut loose and…”


“Don’t finish that line Triggerhappy and focus on the enemy.” Triggerhappy loved to joke about, and make humorous remarks in certain situations, but now wasn’t the time or place for such things. They were low on just about everything, which wasn’t anything new to her, she and Ezra could both work with what little they had on hand. Didn’t mean they couldn’t enjoy having more to work with.


“Droids are falling back.”


She smiled, holstering her blasters as a shuttle flew overhead. She moved, already moving to reorganise her men, they would be back, and when they returned, they’d have something new to surprise them with.


Ezra glanced at Ahsoka, it was strange, seeing her so young, so energetic and eager to learn. Regardless, he was glad to return to the field. As the shuttle touched down, he stepped forward. “Ready to meet your new master?”


“Yes, Master Shan.”


He smiled, the ramp opened, allowing them out. He walked first, glancing at the two. “Master Kenobi, Knight Skywalker, may I introduce Padawan learner Ahsoka Tano.” He stepped to the side, allowing Ahsoka to step forward.


“Got a padawan I see.”


Ezra smirked as he eyed Anakin. “Oh no, she isn’t mine, Knight Skywalker.” His smirked turned into a grin. “She’s yours.” He watched Anakin blink before moving to hide behind Obi-Wan. It was amusing to see Anakin react. Regardless, the situation seemed to have taken a turn for the worse. Last he was informed; the planet had been taken.


“So, what’s happened since I left, Yularen informed us that the planet was ours, yet I find you lot running about with few resources to maintain the fight?” He was curious as to what happened, what had changed the tide of battle in favour of the Separatists.


“Yes, well, we had a rather unfortunate issue with a traitor, Sergeant Slick appears to have become misguided with his thoughts. We believe Ventress got to him somehow.”


Ezra crossed his arms, this was news, shocking at that. “I can’t image how the clones felt, betrayed by a brother.” Betrayal wasn’t uncommon, but Saw, he didn’t like Saw, the extremist had betrayed them quite a bit. He was kinda glad he didn’t have to deal with him anymore.


“Yes, well, it seems we have your wife to thank for his capture, without her, I suspect Slick may have escaped.”


A smile formed upon his lips, Sabine wasn’t a fool, nor was she someone you crossed paths with on a bad day, especially if you were the enemy. “Well, we should focus on holding this planet long enough for reinforcements to arrive.” He paused, drawing his comm. “Admiral, patch us through to Coruscant, the situation is not as well as the Council thinks.”


“Right away General.”


Ezra turned, moving along. “Well, come on, we don’t have all day.” The walk to the command centre, well, the mobile command centre was short. From the corner of his eye, he saw Sabine. “Sabine.” He greeted, coming a stop before the holotable.


“Ezra, welcome to our mess.”


Shaking his head, he powered the holotable up, the images of Yoda and Windu appeared. “Masters, it appears the situation on Christophsis isn’t how we were informed. A series of events has changed the tide of battle greatly.”


“What do you mean, Master Shan?”


Ezra glanced at Obi-Wan and Anakin, the two Jedi surrounding the table. Ahsoka staring at Sabine with curiosity. “We are trapped, outnumbered by the droid army. We need reinforcements.”


“Dispatch aid, we shall. Hang…”


“We lost the transmission, General.” Fordia’s image had replaced that of Yoda and Windu. He sighed, this wasn’t good, transmission out of the system were being jammed.


“Admiral, more Separatist ships have left hyperspace.”


“Admiral, leave, we’ll have to make do until reinforcements arrive.” He watched Fordia, the admiral was skilled, and stubborn. Stubborn enough that she got along with him and Sabine, well enough to put up with their methods and tactics.


The transmission ended, leaving them to themselves. “I suppose that leaves us with few options but to hold out.” He turned, facing the others. “We had best prepare for what’s to come.”


He watched Obi-Wan nod in agreement, watching the Jedi Master face Anakin. “Well, we had best get to work then. The droids won’t wait for us to receive reinforcements. Why don’t you take Ahsoka and check up on Rex?”


He saw Sabine moved, his wife moving to leave. “I had best check with Pinpointer and his watch out.” Ezra smiled, giving a small nod in her direction as she left. Seven weeks they’d fought alongside each other, forced the droid armies back time and time again. Yet it seemed that even they weren’t immune to setbacks or traitors.


Ezra despised shields belonging to the enemy, ducking behind cover, he glanced at Sabine. “When the shield passes over us, we’ll have to act quickly, without the cover of the heavy cannons, we won’t be able to fight off those tanks.”


He watched his wife nod, his men moving into position around him. He waited, counting down the seconds before the shield passed over, hopefully, if all things went to plan, Anakin and Ahsoka will have that shield down, and victory would be given.


The red energy field passed through, Ezra glanced up, the red tinted light illuminated everything around him. “We’re in. Master Kenobi, we’re ready to launch our attack.”


“Begin the attack, keep clear of those tanks and delay them for as long as possible.”


With a smirk, he leapt from cover, his men following him. Emerald blade ignited, he sliced into the closest droid as the Force shifted, warning him of the oncoming blaster fire. With precise skill, he deflected the bolts back at their targets. Sabine landed beside him, firing away at droids that managed to evade their own bolts.


Any droids that came close were carved apart, he could see the tanks in the distance, closing the gap towards them rapidly. Leaping forward, he cut down several droids, their screams of shock fading as he turned. Reaching out into the Force, he focused upon the closest droids. Rolling his hand into a fist, the droids crumbled together.


An explosion rocked the ground nearby, the tanks were upon them. “Fall back now, we don’t have the firepower to repel those tanks.” Slowly walking backwards, he deflected bolt after bolt towards the enemy.


Turning, he broke into a run, catching up with Sabin as they gave more ground to the droid army. “Certainly not the best plan I’ve been a part of.” He remarked, racing into a nearby building.


He saw Sabine look at him, he knew she had an eyebrow raised beneath her helmet. “What about Wayland then? I hardly think this plan is any better than that one.”


Ezra rolled his eyes as the building rocked under the tanks fire. “I seem to recall that General Tapal’s plan went downhill the moment we stepped upon Felucia.” The two moved, several clones racing out the other side.


“Really? And that totally wasn’t because Triggerhappy, one of our men, alerting the enemy to our position almost instantly?”


Ezra sighed, off course she still brings it back to be related to them, to him in some way. “He’s not that bad, besides, our plan to take Elom worked like a charm, didn’t it?” The battle for Elom was the easiest fight they had, thanks, in no small part, to the efforts of the 81st.


“Uh huh, and we’re not going to mention just how dug in the droids were on Elom? It was easy, sure, but it was long.”


Yup, there it was, the negative side of things. He shook his head; they didn’t have time to argue about plans and previous battles. Ducking back into the street, the two caught sight of Rex and Cody, the two were just about outside the shield.


Picking up the pace, the two raced to catch up. “Commander, Captain, where’s Master Kenobi?” He questioned, passing under the shield. The sight of the heavy cannons up ahead spurred just how dire their situation was. Loosing those cannons mean defeat. And that wasn’t acceptable.


“He stayed behind General, kept the droids busy while we fell back.”


He hummed in understanding; he’d do the same if there hadn’t been several tanks bearing down upon them. Reaching the heavy cannons, he fell in behind cover, glancing at the men beside him. “Well, we’re in a nice spot of trouble, don’t you say.”


Sabine smacked him for that, in honesty, he kinda deserved it as well. Observing the shield, he wondered what was taking Anakin and Ahsoka so long to take it down, surely, they were at the generator by now, the charges should’ve been set and blown.


Narrowing his gaze, he focused on the shield ahead of him, as he rose, the shield started to fail. “At last. Let them have it.” He watched, arms crossed as the droids started to scatter, the heavy cannons doing their job in reducing their numbers.


“General, we’ve broken the blockade, Separatist forces are in full retreat.”


He smiled, it seemed they’d won Christophsis.
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A beacon of distress
Chapter Summary


As war rages on, Jedi General Ezra Shan is dispatched to the remote world of Atollon to investigate an ancient distress beacon whilst Marshal Commander Sabine Shan makes way for Kamino following reports of a group of clone cadets with the making of ARC Troopers.
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22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Ezra eased himself through the halls of the Jedi Temple, making way for the archives. It wasn’t often that he had an opportunity to visit the vast library, the war kept him on the frontlines far too often for his liking. Ducking by a group of padawans, he slipped into the passages leading into the archives themselves.


The massive shelves of datapads and databanks occupied the room, the glowing blue glow of them once brought an overwhelming sense of dread, now he spent what time he could when he wasn’t teaching younglings the basics of Lightsaber combat. Sliding into a chair, he quickly tapped into the databanks, information was a valuable commodity, being the preserver of knowledge, he wished to preserve that knowledge for when the Empire rose.


“Ah, Master Shan, is there anything I can help you with?”


Ezra turned, his gaze falling upon Jocasta Nu, the master archivist, she had been impressed by his knowledge of the Force, well, what he knew regarding the era of Revan and the Old Republic. Granted, what he knew was thanks, in part, to what his ancestors had passed on to him.


“No, nothing at the moment, Master Nu.” He turned back to the screen, filtering through things he deemed unimportant at the current moment. What he wanted, were the vital things, the key values of the Jedi Order, what it meant, the long list of codes and other information. Information that only a member of the Jedi High Council would have access to.


He was, however, keeping an eye out for anything the Jedi might have on the Cult of Balance, the group of Force Sensitives who built the doors to the world between worlds. The ancients who believe in balance and peace above all else, the ones, who he had long suspected, originated on Lothal.


What little information he’d managed to gain regarding them suggested they had a possible connection with the Ones, the Mortis Gods, a possibility backed by the murals and statues they often had decorating their temples. He fully intended to visit the ancient Jedi temple on Lothal in his spare time, to learn as much as he could and then record it in a Holocron, his holocron, when he got around to constructing one, that was.


His Holocron, sadly, would need to be constructed from rare materials, he intended for it to be the Holocron that surpassed all others, intended to be opened by those whom he deemed worthy of its knowledge. His comm beeped once, then twice. He turned curious as to who was attempting to contact him at this current time. It was rather early in the day, and the Council wasn’t gathering anytime soon.


“Ezra here.”


“Master Shan, we require you in the operations planning centre.”


The comm went silent, what in the galaxy did the Council want of him this time? Perhaps another planet needed liberating from the Separatists, or a mission that required his skills had popped up. Whatever the case, Master Windu had requested his presence, and who was he to ignore such a summon.


Getting to his feet, he turned, nodding at Master Nu as he walked by. Exiting into the hallway, he moved rapidly throughout the long hallways. He remembered getting used to the temple’s layout, using a map to get to and from select locations until he’d memorised each place he would frequent.


Turning down another corridor, he caught sight of Obi-Wan standing outside the operations centre. It was strange seeing him so young, when he’d seen him on Tatooine, he was felt old, aged. Granted, the planet had two suns, which meant most of its inhabitants looked older than they really were.


“Master Kenobi.” He greeted, passing by the Jedi Master as he entered the operations centre. Master Windu was standing by the holoprojector, Yoda and a few others all busy discussing amongst themselves. “Master Windu, you requested my presence.”


He watched Windu turn, the Jedi Master focused upon him. “Master Shan, we recently picked up a distress frequency from a largely desolated world in the Outer Rim, its broadcasting on an old Republic frequency.”


Ezra frowned as he came to a stop, his gaze falling upon the projector. “You suspect foul play?” His inquiry didn’t go unnoticed by the others. From the corner of his eye, he saw Yoda moved closer.


“Strange, it is, for an old single to begin transmitting once more.” The Grand Master explained, holding his walked stick tightly. “Uncover the mystery behind the transmitter, you must.”


Ezra nodded, crossing his arms as he glanced at Windu. “Do we have the planets name?” If he was to investigate, getting an idea of what the planet was like would be would give him a good start. He’d have to inform Sabine of his immediate departure as well, no point in taking the men if it turned out to be nothing.


“We believe the world is called Atollon.” He blinked, of all worlds, why did it have to be Atollon? He’d like to have left the planet in the past, and everything that happened there, well, everything that would happen there in the future. He sighed in annoyance, a sigh that didn’t escape Windu’s notice.


“You have heard of the world before?”


He nodded, it was hard to forget the place. “During my time in the Force Academy on Hagan Prime, we were educated on select worlds in the galaxy, among them was Atollon.” He paused, coming up with the cover for why he knew of the planet’s existence would help explain things in the future. “We were told to never set foot upon the planet, something about the wildlife being… difficult to connect with.”


Glancing at the projector, he closed his eyes. “But, I’m not going to leave things to chance, if someone is stranded upon the world, I’m not going to leave them to the mercy of the local wildlife, I’ll be in and out before anyone notices I’m gone.”


He saw Windu raise an eyebrow, no doubt curious as to whether he was going to drag his men to the distant Outer Rim world. “I’ll be going alone, no point dragging an entire fleet out there if it turns out to be nothing.”


“Skywalker’s fleet is close to Mon Cala, if you need aid, give him a call, and may the Force be with you, Master Shan.”


Ezra smiled as he moved to leave. “And let it be with you as well, Master Windu.”


22 BBY: Kamino, Wild Space


Colt had seen many things in his life training cadets, but this Domino Squad, they were among the worse he’d ever seen. They lacked direction, a clear squad leader, and acted recklessly. With so many clear breaches of protocol, he doubted they’d ever see action, or leave Kamino.


A look with the bounty hunters was all he needed to know that they’d never make it past the final test, no matter how many times they tried. It was, painful to say the least. They were all brothers at heart, and seeing others fail hurt him.


No matter how much he wished for them to succeed, his own feelings couldn’t get in the way of the mission, if they failed their final test, then they were done for. Yet there was something else about them that caught his attention, something strange, he wasn’t sure what it was, but it was something he needed to report.


Turning swiftly, he made his leave, marching down the pristine hallways of his home. What he’d seen in Domino Squad, well, it wasn’t something he saw every day. They had the ability to work by themselves, when separated, that came in handy, but they inability to work together needed improvement.


Yet he swore he could see the potential in them to be something greater, to be someone bigger. Reaching to his comm unit, he turned down another hallway. “Command, get a call to Coruscant, I need to speak with Commander Shan immediately.”


Picking up the pace, he passed several cadets and troopers, those of the home garrison saluted him as he passed by. Turning down another hallway, he caught of Shaak Ti, standing within the command centre. “General Ti.” He greeted, coming to a stop before the holoprojector.


“Commander Colt, we have Commander Shan on standby.”


Colt nodded; Sabine’s image flickered into existence. “Commander, you needed to speak with me.” He stood to attention, removing his helmet as he stared upon his superior.


“In my observing of practice tests, one of the squads has caught my eye.” He paused, glanced at Shaak Ti. “Both the Bounty Hunters have split views on the unit, my own opinions are split as well.” He watched Sabine tilt her head, arms crossed as she watched him closely. “I believe they have the potential to be something greater. They have… displayed extreme work when separated. However, their ability to work as a team is in need of improvement.”


“You believe this Domino Squad cold become ARC troopers under the right tutelage?” Colt stood in silence as Sabine spoke, her left eyebrow raised in interest. As much as he enjoyed overseeing the final stages of trooper training, these conversations were nearly always the same, which meant he next few words caught him off-guard. “Do you plan to mentor them yourself?”


Colt shook his head. “No, Commander. I’m only reporting what I have found to you directly, as per protocol.” That much was true, Sabine had the final say in who became an ARC trooper, and who didn’t, it was something High Command had decided when they saw her outright best a group of ARC Troopers in hand to hand. “I do, however, wish to report that this squad, with the right training, may be able to take command positions.”


Sabine froze momentarily, Colt worried for a second that the call had cut out, or that communications had been lost. When her image moved once more, he allowed an internally sigh of relief to escape. “That’s a lot of weight on a squad that can’t work together. To be an ARC Trooper is a great dream but also a difficult burden to bear upon one’s shoulders, you know this well, don’t you?”


He nodded, it was a difficult burden, for an ARC Trooper, in the situation where the chain of command was broken, where the commanding officer was either killed in action or heavily injured, would take charge. “So, do you still believe this Domino Squad have the potential to be ARC Troopers?”


“ARC Troopers, those cadets should be sent to maintenance with 99.” Colt turned, his gaze falling upon Bric, the Bounty Hunter’s opinion had not been called upon, nor was it wanted in this situation.


“Do you have something to add, Bounty Hunter? I do have better things to do then discuss the method of training troops.”


Colt sighed, this day was never going to end, Bric would go on about how Domino Squad had failed, how they should just be sent to maintenance and forgotten like the others who’d failed. It seemed El-Les shared his opinion, if his expression was anything to go by.


“I have a lot I could say about Domino Squad, I had high hopes for them once, well, failed teamwork have all but drained those hopes. I remain of the opinion that they should be sent to maintenance.”


Colt turned, trying to judge how Sabine would react, he had come to her with five potential ARC Troopers, five troopers who could be something greater. Bric would twist that potential into something lesser, something worse than what he’d already spoke off.


“You’re concerns have been noted Bounty Hunter.” Colt saw her gaze fall upon El-Les. “What about you, do you share your companion’s belief that they should be sent to Maintenance, or are you of the same belief as Commander Colt, that Domino Squad could be something greater?”


He was aware that El-Les was more hopefully that Domino Squad would pass their tests, that they would eventually work together. “I am in agreement that could be better, but I am unsure if they could be ARC Troopers, their inability to work together hinders nay notion that they could ever achieve such a high level of skill.”


Colt glanced back at Shaak Ti, the Jedi Master was silent, no doubt processing and working her own thoughts about Domino Squad out. “What about you, Master Ti, do you believe this squad of clones can become something greater?”


“I have faith that they will pass, and one day achieve greatness, whether they become ARC Troopers or not isn’t outside the realm of possibility.”


Colt glanced back at Sabine, watching the hologram closely, watching his superior officer closely. “Commander, we have each put forth our opinions regarding Domino Squad, the final decision of whether or not they can become ARC Troopers ultimately falls upon you.”


“Indeed, Commander.” Her image shifted, Colt watched on, curious as to what she was going to say. “Gather the cadets, I’m coming to Kamino, I wish to oversee the final tests.” Colt blinked, it was rare that she ever came out to the planet, rarer still to come and oversee the final tests.


“Affirmative Commander, I’ll have them gathered and ready in the hangar for your arrival.” The call ended, he sighed in relief. It was time to prepare, if he knew right, the Commander would want to give the cadets a demonstration of ARC Troopers in action.


22 BBY: Atollon, The Outer Rim


Ezra allowed his gaze to focus upon the planet before him, memories of the world, the horrors and joys that had been enjoyed there, were flooding back to him, everything right up to the Empire’s arrival.


Detaching his fighter from the hyperspace ring, he began guiding the fighter down into the atmosphere. R10 chirped form his place ahead of him. “Lock onto the signal R10, we’ll do a pass by over head to make sure we don’t have any locals to worry about.” He hoped they wouldn’t have to deal with the locals, they were a nightmare to deal with, and he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to connect to them.


As his fighter flew over the coral structures, over the rocky ground, he caught sight of an older Republic vessel, seemed to be a pre-clone wars vessels, a diplomatic ship by the look of things. Whatever had caused the vessel to come crashing down onto the planet’s surface had rendered the thing pretty banged up.


He doubted the vessel would be able to fly ever again. Turning the fighter, he caught sight a small clearing. With great care and skill, he navigated his fighter into the clearing, touching down upon the ground. “Right, best to get to the source of the signal.” He muttered, popping the cockpit open. “R10, diverted the coordinates of the distress signal to my comm unit, stay with the ship and contact me if anything strange happens.”


R1 chirped in response, which was more then enough for Ezra to go off of. Touching down, he began to the walk, using his comm as a compass towards the beacon’s origin. As he walked further on, the more memoires hit him. Training Sabine to use the Darksaber, working on the Ghost, on his Gauntlet fighter when he had the chance.


Sparring with Kanan or just a general talk with Rex or Hera regarding efforts in working towards freeing Lothal. He missed them all, each memory brought with it, pain. Reaching out into the Force, he dispelled these thoughts, letting the feelings of pain and joy out into the Force, it wouldn’t do to remember them now. He could reminisce on his memories when he was alone with Sabine.


Coming to a stop, he paused as he caught sight of a second ship, crashed into the rockface, to anyone else, the ship would just be another crashed vessel, but to him, the very detail of the vessel, the shape of the freighters hull, and most importantly, its colours held a significant meaning to him.


His felt his breath halt, eyes go wide as something inside him recognised just what sat before him, just what the ship was. A single word escaped his lips, a name. “The Ghost.” A few tears picked at the edge of his eyes, he was home, at most.


As he moved closer, he reached for his light, he had no idea if anyone was home, or if people had died in the crash. He wasn’t going to take any chances, the natives might’ve made themselves at home, yet the beacon, the single, was coming from the inside. “R10, keep alert, we might not be alone out here.”


A chirp through his comm greeted him, thankful for R10’s presence, his ever-vigilant watch for anything out of the ordinary gave him peace of mind. It meant he wouldn’t return to find his fighter overrun with the native life.


Ignoring the grave resting enarby, he ignited his flashlight and slowly stepped inside the Ghost, eyeing the hallways with great, eyes and ears alert for anything out of the ordinary. As he pushed through his home, his former home now, he supposed. Turning a corner, he caught sight a light, and a shadow. He moved closer, being sure not to make a sound.


As he emerged into the living space, he paused and uttered one word, one word of joy. “Hera.”


22 BBY: Kamino, Wild Space


Echo stood at attention, among the countless other cadets in the hangar, like the others, he was unsure why they’d been gathered there. He could see a shuttle coming into land, and four ARC Troopers standing at attention before them. The two Bounty Hunters, and Master Ti stood off to the side.


He watched as Colt stepped froward, arms behind his back. “Cadets, today’s your lucky day, or your worst day, depending on your point of view.” Echo remained still, watching Colt pace back and forth. “About to step from that shuttle, is ARC Marshal Commander Sabine Shan, she is in charge of determining who can and can’t be an ARC Trooper. Today, she is here to oversee your final test.”


Echo blinked, glancing at his squad mates and other cadets, he’d never heard of this Sabine before, granted, she was most likely on the front lines most of the time, fighting the war effort. What was most curious though, was that he’d never heard of a clone called Sabine before, none of the troopers garrisoned here seemed to speak of a Sabine either.


He saw the shuttle touch down, and the ramp open. As he and the other cadets caught sight of her, it became clear why they hadn’t heard of her before, she wasn’t a clone, she was Mandalorian, the Beskar plates giving her origin little doubt. He, like the other cadets, quickly stood to attention.


“Cadets, I have been informed that a squad among your ranks has the potential to be ARC Troopers, to be something greater than a common soldier.”


Echo blinked, he wondered which squad had the potential, he was quite certain that it wasn’t his squad, they didn’t work well together, never could and never would, that was his opinion, and he was positive it wouldn’t change anytime soon.


“You will proceed to the trial chamber where you will observe these four men demonstrate what an ARC Trooper is capable off.”


Echo saluted alongside the rest, turning with them as the two Bounty Hunters took the lead. He was going to enjoy watching the demonstration.


Sabine stood upon the command outlook, Shaak Ti to her side and the two Bounty Hunters to her behind. “Set training exercise to T.I.M 1951.” She watched as the ARC Troopers of Rancor Battalion stood within the chamber, weapons at the ready. Working with Shaak Ti, she’d designed T.I.M 1951 for the purpose of training ARC Troopers. It was intended to be a difficult challenge where improvision and adaption would be key to success.


She watched as the four trooper moved together, making their way through the ranks of training droids, she watched with a small smirk, she’d recently tweaked the programming, and added something new into the T.I.M 1951 exercise. Giving the droids a programming far above that of the typical B1 or B2 unit, they would be a threat, forcing ARC Troopers to adapt quickly.


She watched with interest as Colt and his unit worked to cut through the many droids before them. “It appears you have altered the exercise in the time since we worked on it.” She glanced at Shaak Ti, the Togruta reminded her of Ahsoka in some way.


“ARC Troopers are meant to be the best of the best, those droids act smarter, and would be significantly more dangerous than your typical battle droid.” She replied, her gaze falling upon Domino Squad, she watched as they talked amongst themselves, no doubt commenting on how the four ARC Troopers were doing. They should be taking notes, noting down what they could improve on, and discussing how to improve those areas. Turning her attention back towards the group below, she watched with interest as the four troopers moved in below the citadel tower.


They were approaching the final stretch of the exercise and had done remarkably well in adapting to the improved programming of the exercise. She stepped forward, leaning against the look out as the ARC Troopers made their way to the top of the citadel. She turned, moving to make her leave. “They have certainly not let their training fall below standard in their time here.” She noted, making her leave.


Standing in the command centre was starting to become something she hated, before her, and Shaak Ti, the records and training exercises of Domino Squad were laid out. Reading through them had been intriguing enough, Colt wasn’t wrong when he said they had issues working together. Yet he also had been right in that they had potential to be something greater. They had the potential to become ARC Troopers.


“Do you believe Domino Squad will overcome their issues and work together on the final test?” She turned her gaze towards Shaak Ti, she already knew the answer, Master Ti had made it clear earlier, but she wanted a more in-depth answer.


She watched Shaak Ti turned, the Togruta Jedi crossing her arms in the process. “I have every faith that they will overcome any challenge laid out before them, they have done so before.” Sabine glanced back at the reports, Shaak had made written those reports herself, and detailed what she believed they could improve upon.


But she knew that the Jedi Master had simply overseen their training, not trained them in person. She had trained men in person before. “Master Ti, I do mean no disrespect, but overseeing a training program and training them are two different things.” Filtering through the reports, she quickly came to the latest report. “I know you have high hopes, but Bric doesn’t seem to share your sentiment, or the same hope El-Les has regarding Domino Squad.”


She watch Master Ti shift her stance, when she’d agreed to help oversee and manage the training of ARC Troopers, it meant getting introduced to the Togruta master, and with it came a whole load of details regarding the training of clone troopers in general. She wasn’t one to get in the way of another’s job, but sometimes, it irked her that some people didn’t give a helping hand to those in need of guidance, no words of advice or wisdom to help troopers keep their spirits high.


“You specialise in selecting ARC Troopers and their training regiments, I do not know where you wish this conversation to go.”


Sabine shook her head. “I hold no intention of questioning how you do your job, but I have trained troops, and sometimes, they need a word of advice or wisdom to keep their spirits high. Watching and noting down what they could improve feels like the bare minimum of the job.”


“As I currently understand, you’ve taken three troopers under your wing.” Sabine nodded, Triggerhappy, Pinpointer and Ricochet all showed the potential to be an ARC Trooper and she’d taken to getting them further along that path. In time, she would declare them ARC Troopers.


“While that is true, they have nothing to do with the current discussion. I learned from the best military instructors of Hagan Prime, I know what it takes to create a soldier, a lot of time and effort.” She paused, glancing at the doors to the command centre. “I understand that time isn’t a commodity we have at the moment but keeping their spirits high wouldn’t be too much of a push either. I say all this with respect, you have overseen many troopers finish their training, and many of them have become legends among the men.”


She crossed her arms, glancing back at the holoprojector briefly as Shaak Ti glanced at the files. “I do appreciate your own advice on the matter, and I am grateful that you say all this with respect. But I do not see how this relates to Domino Squad?”


Sabine sighed. “It has everything to do with Domino Squad, they constantly fail to work together as a team, all the while the two hunters argue over what to do with them while you sit back and let it all happen, making your own thoughts hidden. The clones can’t read minds, they don’t know what you’re trying to tell them.”


She glanced at the files, one final look at them, at their achievements and what they could do, they had the potential to be ARC Troopers, and she was determined to see them become the best of the best. Reaching out to the command console, she activated the facilities internal comm systems. “Domino Squad, please report to the command centre at once.”


She saw Shaak Ti give her a look of confusion, she only smiled in response and turned, it was time to wait for Domino Squad to arrive. And when they arrived, it would be a long talk.


22 BBY: Atollon, The Outer Rim


Silence reigned between them, Ezra couldn’t believe his eyes, before him, huddled around a meager amount of supplies and equipment, was Hera. He and Sabine had both come to conclude that they were the only remnants of their future, the only two to be sent back in time.


Yet Hera’s presence proved otherwise, it was clear she’d been sent back in time as well. He wasn’t sure why or how? All he knew, was that he’d be spending time in the meditation chambers at the Temple upon his return trying to figure out how.


He watched as Hera eyed hi closely, her eyes filling with tears, whether they were tears of joy or not, he couldn’t tell. He watched as she reached out, slowly, her hand slid over his cheek tenderly. “Ezra.” The words were weak as they escaped her lips, he knew she was in shock. “You’re alive.”


He put his light down, pulling the Twi’lek in for a hug. “I’m alive, we’re alive.” He pulled back, eyeing Hera in the eyes, they were red, from nights of crying he suspected. “We thought we’d never see any of you again.” He glanced around the room, it was a mess, bits and pieces were scattered about, the emergency beacon sat in the corner, lit up and waiting for someone to turn it off.


“There’s a lot we need to discuss.” He announced, guiding Hera to the ground, it was going to be a long conversation, what they’d learned, what they’d been doing in the Unknown Regions, the time travel and how they’d come to help fight for the Republic.


He glanced at his comm, he should inform Sabine that he’d found Hera, but he knew better. Telling Sabine meant she’d want to have an input in the discussion, and that was something that shouldn’t be done over the comms, least the Separatists or Republic intelligence listen in.


He’ll go over the basics, the necessary information, Sabine could help him explain things to her in detail. Where to start on the matter though, that was a tricky thing. Well, might as well start at the beginning. “I’m going to give you a basic rundown of things, Sabine and I can give you a detailed explanation later on.”


He watched Hera widened her eyes as he mentioned Sabine. “She’s also here, where is she?”


Ezra sighed. “She’s busy elsewhere, handling troop training I believe.” He could see Hera process what he’d said, she’d have questions, hell, he had questions regarding what happened following Lothal’s liberation. Questions he’d get answer to eventually.


“I know you’ll have questions, and I’ll do my best to answer them all, but first, I need to tell you the basics of our adventures with Thrawn, and the war we’ve been fighting for the past five years. Then we’ll discuss out current situation.” He watched Hera stiffen at Thrawn’s name, but he also knows that she was curious as to why he hadn’t spoken his name with malicious anger or hatred.


“I guess it all started following our departure with the purrgil, we found ourselves in the Unknown Regions, we had no clue where we were, I don’t think anyone but Thrawn did. He seemed to recognise our location almost instantly…”


0 BBY: Unknown Regions


Ezra gasped for air as he fell backwards, the vacuum of space made it difficult to breathe. He watched in relief as the bridge windows shut, blocking the view, but giving them air to breathe. He heard the troopers groan, some moving to stand while others sat. He saw Sabine move, taking aim with her blaster.


Two of the Death Troopers moved fast each taking aim, prepared to fire. He moved, calling upon his blade when Thrawn stood, eyes narrowed as he gathered his bearings. “Stand down, they are of no concern to us.” He was surprised at Thrawn’s words, at his orders.


He blinked as the two troopers did as told, both turning to face the Grand Admiral. “But sir, they’re rebels.” He scowled at the way they spat out the final word, exchanging a look with Sabine, he noticed that she too, was just as confused as he was, if not more. While her expression didn’t say it, thanks in part to her helmet, her body language was more than enough to explain it all.


“And we have more pressing concerns, we are currently within Grysk held territory, on the verge of it at the very least.” Ezra blinked, glancing at the troops, they seemed to be, at the very least, familiar with the word Grysk, if the way they tense slightly was any indication.


Safe to say, both he and Sabine were in the dark regarding these Grysk, what were they, and where did they come from. Sabine knew more about the galaxy then he did, if she was in the dark, then this was something new, or ancient, he wasn’t sure which one he preferred.


“Your orders then, Grand Admiral?”


Ezra glanced back at Thrawn, the Grand Admiral was already focused on the holoprojector, how the thing hadn’t been taken out during the conflict was beyond him. From where he stood, he got a good look at what the Chiss Admiral was eyeing. A holographic projection of the fleet, what little was left of it anyway.


“Keep an eye on our guests and get in contact with the rest of the fleet, we shall need to make way for Chiss space.”


He wasn’t sure what a Chiss was, but Thrawn was familiar enough with them that he must deem them trustworthy people. Exchanging a glance with Sabine revealed that she didn’t trust the situation, or like it. But he knew they’d have to put their trust in the Grand Admiral for the time being, or they’d never make it out alive.


“Right away, Grand Admiral.”


He wasn’t sure how long they’d spent on that bridge, being watched by two Death Troopers, he knew he and Sabine could take them, but the issue was, how would they deal with the rest of the ship, or the fleet for that matter. It was a no-win situation, no matter what plan he came up with, they’d never escape the ship alive.


“Grand Admiral, this space is treacherous, our navicomputers cannot plot a safe course through this area of space.”


Ezra blinked as Thrawn moved. “I suspected as much, the Unknown Regions are rather difficult to navigate without use of the Sight, fortunately, I do believe we have a solution to that particular problem.” He felt the Chiss turn his gaze to him. He didn’t like where this was going, or what was going to happen to him.


“Bridger, I must make a request. If we are to navigate safely through these territories, we require someone experienced in the Sight, or as you know it, the Force.”


Ezra narrowed his gaze, why should he help Thrawn, or the Empire for that matter. They’d been harming his home for years, mining it dry whilst burning it down for its resources. “Why should I help the Empire?”


He felt Thrawn’s gaze, the Grand Admiral no doubt had other things in store, but the way the Admiral held himself was different, Ezra reminded himself that Thrawn seemed to recognise where they were, he had an idea of the Force.


“I should not be surprised by your resistance, though I should now inform you that the Grysk are unlike anything you have ever seen, Bridger.” Ezra blinked as Thrawn walked, moving towards him. “I know the Grysk, I have spent time studying them. There are things in the universe that are simply and purely evil, the Grysk are one among these things.”


Ezra noticed the way Thrawn acted, the way he spoke about the Grysk. “A warrior does not seek to understand them, or to compromise with them. He seeks only to obliterate them.” He frowned, the Grand Admiral was blunt at times, but even then, Thrawn had words that puzzled himself, and he’d spoken with cryptic beings before.


“I do not wish to push you outside your comfort zone, Bridger, but I think you will, after some time, come to recognise the Grysk as a force far more evil then the Empire you are so determined to fight.”


He glanced around, the room was silent, silent enough to give him a headache. From the way Thrawn was speaking, countless lives rested upon his shoulders, a great burden, yet he could care less, all but two of those lives were imperial, hardly worth his time and energy saving. “That doesn’t explain why I should help you.”


It was the way Thrawn turned, the way he dismissed his men that caused him pause. As the last of the bridge crew vanished, the Grand Admiral eyed him closely. “You will help, Bridger, because we are far more alike than you realise.”


The mere thought that he could be anything like Thrawn disgusted him, there was nothing they shared, nothing they did that was even remotely shared. “I’m nothing like you.” He snarled, he could feel the Force ring out around him.


“Perhaps I should explain then, we both hold a desire to protect our people, a desire to see our enemies eliminated, a desire to help others. It is the method in which we work to achieve such objectives that differ, the side we chose in our theatre of war, and how far we were willing to go.”


Ezra felt his fist clench, how dare Thrawn say such words, such things about them. Thrawn cared only to please the Empire, to please the Emperor, why would he care about others when his own personal glory would come first. “Who would you care? What would you know about protecting your people?”


He saw Thrawn stand tall, his eyes drift elsewhere. “I wish I didn’t know, but it’s all I know. Protecting my people has been my only goal, it is the very base upon which my purpose in the Empire was formed, the base in which I disobeyed orders from my superiors.” The Grand Admiral turned, his gaze felt like it was burning a hole into him. “I work to ensure my people are safe from the threat of others, be it the Empire, Grysk, Rebel or Jedi. I will fight.”


He watched as Thrawn moved, the Grand Admiral stepping out onto the bridge. “There is a reason I came to the Empire, Bridger, my mission objective was simple, gather information on the new order and judge if they’d be a worthy ally to my people. If I judged them unworthy, I was to weaken them, giving my people time to prepare.” The Grand Admiral paused, his gaze focused upon the blank window shutters.


“Yet, the Empire impressed me, the Emperor impressed me. The Empire’s military might proved that it would indeed be powerful ally in face of the oncoming storm. That storm, Bridger, are the Grysk, they are a threat unrivalled, my own people, the Chiss, are under threat, and the resources I have gathered may very well be the thing that secures their safety and victory in the coming war.”


Ezra felt his eyes go wide, the Force offered no indication that the Grand Admiral was lying, all he spoke was truth, at least, he hoped it was. He glanced back, Sabine was silent, she’d been silent the whole time, it was concerning to say the least.


Now though, Ezra knew his hatred of the Empire couldn’t get in the way now, Thrawn’s people were innocent in all this, their only crime, the need of allies to help defend against much larger threat. He closed his eyes, releasing a sigh as he stepped forward. “I’ll help, on one condition.”


“Name your condition, Bridger.”


Ezra opened his eyes, the Force was strong, stronger than before. “That we have safe passage back to Lothal.”


22 BBY: Atollon, The Outer Rim


“I’m not going to lie to you Hera, we didn’t know what we were signing on for that day, when I agreed to help him navigate an entire fleet of ships.” He sighed, they’d signed on to help fight another war, the Chiss Admiral had roped both him and Sabine into fighting the Grysk. “We spent five years building the Empire of the Hand, fighting the Grysk in a war that had no end in sight.”


He felt Hera reach out, a hand resting upon his shoulder, her gently touch reminded him of her motherly instincts, the way she helped him when he had no one else to turn to. “I can’t blame you for what choices you or Sabine made. But I can offer a comforting embrace if you’d like it.”


Ezra chuckled slightly, he’ll be the one offering that to her soon. “Thanks for the offer, Hera, but I’ll pass for now.” He closed his eyes, drawing upon the Force to help smooth his emotions, balance them out. Just as Revan had taught him. “During those years, Thrawn helped us hunt down old sights relating to the Force, old temples built by ancient Sith and Jedi, by other Force groups.”


He smiled slightly as he watched Hera blink. “Yeah, what you saw of Thrawn was one side to him, Sabine and I got to see his other side. During one of these expeditions, I made a discovery. I learned more about my family, and Sabine’s, in one day. Sabine and I, our families have met before, thousands of years ago.”


“How?”


Ezra relaxed, glancing at the piles of scrap around them. “Our ancestors. My ancestors, Bastila Shan and Revan, fought alongside Mand’alor the Preserver, Sabine’s ancestor, against a Sith Empire ruled by Darth Malek. I have Revan’s blade on my person.” He produced the silver hilt for Hera to see, the ancient design based upon the Star forge. “I don’t use it often due to its unique build, but it’s there if I need it.”


“Ezra, I’ve heard the legends on Ryloth speak of his tales, passed along the Vao Clan. They said a Twi’lek of their name once fought alongside him with her Wookie friend.” Ezra smiled, in his lessons with Revan and Bastila, they had made comments regarding their comrades. Mission Vao had been spoke often, her skills had come in handy many time.


“Yeah, I know. I learned many things from Revan and Bastila, their holocrons taught me much about the Force, including powers long forgotten. I’m a lot stronger than the last time we met.” He smiled fondly at the memories, the days he spent mastering his powers, gearing up to fight the Grysk on many fronts.


“Well, I guess that brings us to our current predicament, we’d located another temple on the world of Hagan Prime, while investigating, we found another portal, another image of the Ones.” It was the moment everything changed. “We were ambushed by the Grysk, outnumbered, outgunned and with little hope of escape, I opened the portal, but it was built wrong, incomplete in some way.”


He looked Hera dead in the eye, his gaze focused. What he was about to tell her would change everything. “Hera, it sent us 27 years into the past.”


22 BBY: Kamino, Wild Space


Sabine eyed Domino squad closely as they filtered into the command centre, each of them forming up before her and Shaak Ti. “Domino Squad, do you know why I’m here?” She glanced over the clones, each of them were shinnies, which was clear since they were in training armour.


“You’re here to oversee the final test.”


Sabine glanced at the clone that spoke, Fives, that was his name. A name learned from the many reports she’d read. “Half right, I’m here because Commander Colt has informed me of an observation he made regarding your unit.” She stepped froward, eyeing each clone closely.


“He reported that your squad have the potential to become ARC Troopers.” She let the words sink in, allowing the squad to glance at one another in surprise. “However, while you hold that potential, you will never reach that point unless you improve.” She walked up and down the line, noting everything she could about them down at the back of her mind.


“Teamwork is crucial to victory, a well-oiled unit is one that can work together, identify each other’s strengths, watch each other’s back.” Her arms fell behind her back, something she’d picked up from Thrawn when addressing the men. “Unity is key to an effective combat unit. Each of you have a strength and weakness, together, you cover each other. Each of you are determined to pass the final test, and there are those who have hope you’ll pass, myself included.”


“All due respect, Commander, General, we’re hopeless, a bunch of numbers who won’t pass the test. We have little hope of becoming ARC Troopers.”


She turned fast, eyes snapping to Hevy. Moving to speak before an argument between the squad broke out. “Trooper, you’re not numbers, to me, to my husband, to the Jedi, you all have names, individual personalities and traits that make you different from others. You will succeed, I have faith that you will. Pass, and you will be making progress to becoming ARC Troopers.”


Sabine glanced back at the files, her gaze briefly meeting that Shaak Ti. “Return to your barracks and reflect and rest. Your squad will be going first.” She watched as Domino Squad took their leave, leaving the command centre in silence, each no doubt contemplating what they’d just been told.


“Are you positive telling them of their potential to be ARC Troopers was wise?”


Sabine smiled, closing the files regarding Domino Squad. “In my time spent on Hagan Prime, I’ve learned that giving people a goal to work towards inspires a motivation of teamwork, they will pass the final test, and when they do, I will see to it that they are put on the path of becoming ARC Troopers.”


“I hope you are right, Commander Shan.”


Sabine stood upon the control outlook, arms crossed as she glanced at Shaak Ti. The other squads had gathered around the training chamber, standing upon the catwalks with observant eyes. Commander Colt and his ARC Troopers to her left, to her right, the two bounty hunters and Shaak Ti stood. “The final test begins now.” She moved, activating the exercise. “Challenge set to version THX, variable 1138.”


She leaned forward, watching as Domino Squad moved, the squad moving as a whole rather then small groups. “It would seem your speech earlier has inspired them, Commander Shan.” Sabine smiled at Shaak Ti’s words. She’d had years to perfect trooper training, having it nailed down to a fine art. Give her a group of rookies who didn’t know how to fight, and she’d have them in a fighting force to reckoned with in a matter of months.


“They’re working together.”


“It’s too early to tell.”


She glanced at the two bounty hunters, bickering as the clone unit moved closer to the citadel. They were making headway, gaining ground inch by inch. They were covering each other’s backs, watching out for their weakness. She allowed a smile to form as they fell in, out of sight of the citadel’s turrets.


“Where are their ascension cables?”


Sabine blinked, Domino Squad didn’t strike her out as being a squad to forget such important equipment. Their files never mentioned it either, they were entered each exercise with their equipment, so why haven’t they got it this time?


“They must’ve gotten lost.”


She turned, watching as El-Less turned-on Bric. “What did you do?” That might answer her questions, Bric’s constant mentioning that Domino Squad be sent to maintenance struck hard, he’s trying to sabotage them.


“Commander, General, we must grant them a fair test.”


Sabine shook her head. “Sadly, war is never fair, yet, if Command Colt is correct, this squad will provide a solution to their predicament.” She narrowed her gaze, the other squads were talking amongst themselves, no doubt talking about how Domino Squad had failed to bring their ascension cables.


There, she saw Domino Squad move, quickly scaling the tower through the disabled turrets, she blinked, it was clever, smart. Not something she’d do in the middle of a live fight without men watching your back, but it was ingenius of them.


“Clever little clones, aren’t they?”


Sabine turned, taking her leave, she could hear the cheers from Domino Squad as she left the command outlook. Her path navigating through the hallways and down to the training arena. There, below the arena, the other squads had gathered, each waiting to see the triumphant Domino Squad emerge in what they must’ve assumed to be a failure.


As Domino Squad emerged from the lift, she stepped forward. “Congratulations on passing the final test.” She could already see the surprised looks from the other squads. “I’ll be watching your careers closely, reading every report regarding your squad. In time, I shall come count you among the ranks of my ARC Troopers.”


If the other squads weren’t in open shock before, they were now. Her words had echoed throughout the chamber. “Go, you deserve your celebration.”


She stood before the amassed clones, each cadet now a full flung soldier of the Grand Army of the Republic. “Each of you have passed your test with flying colours, some more creatively than others. Congratulations, from here, you shall be deployed to aid and reinforce our scattered forces across the galaxy. Make us proud.”


Stepping back, she turned, marching towards the awaiting Acclamator, the mass of men following her forward. Her time on Kamino was always short lived, yet each time offered something new, something else was always going on that caught her attention, least of all, the way she got to oversee and witness new trooper’s fight. Each batch was something else, different, greater than the last.


22 BBY: Atollon, The Outer Rim


Ezra held Hera tightly, the Twi’lek had cried heavily upon his revelation that they were in the past, that they were all that remained of their future. He didn’t blame Hera for her breakdown, he and Sabine had held each other tightly within the confines of their quarters within the Jedi Temple for hours as they gathered themselves.


He watched as Hera leaned back, wiping the remaining tears from her gaze. “Ezra, how did you and Sabine manage this information?” They didn’t handle it that well, it helped explaining it all to Yoda, the Grand Master had been beyond kind, offering them anything they needed as they settled into their new lives.


“Not too well, Yoda’s the only one in the know and talking to him helped us greatly. As far as anyone else is concerned, we’re survivors of a Grysk assault on Hagan Prime, that we’re from the Unknown Regions, from a civilisation of Jedi and Mandalorians who fled into the Unknown Regions over 3,000 years ago.”


He closed his eyes, it he found meditation helped him a lot when remembering all those he’d never see again. “Hera, I need to know, that grave outside, who does it belong to?” He watched Hera close her eyes, her hands grasping a familiar lightsaber.


“It belongs to Jacen, my son.” The notion that he was Kanan’s son went unsaid, but he understood the significance of that lightsaber, and the way Hera held it.


“I’m sorry, Hera.” He moved, pulling the Twi’lek in for another hug, they’d lost so much, and he could only feel sorrow for Hera, the mother who had to bury her own son, a son who must’ve died in the crash when the Force ripped the Ghost into the past.


“You don’t have to be sorry, Ezra. It was outside your control.”


Ezra closed his eyes. “I’m sorry Sabine and I never got to meet him, she’s going to be torn that she never got to meet him.” He sighed, this was going to be a surprise for Sabine, a surprise she’d welcome then fell sorrow when she learns what’s transpired here.


“So, I guess the question now is, what have you and Sabine been up to?”


Ezra smiled as he pulled back. “Well, on the first day, we made contact with Obi-Wan, Master Luminaria and their padawns. Met with the Jedi High Council, I sparred with Master Windu, beat him too by the way.” He paused. “Spent two days with Sabine as we settled down into our new lives, mourning those we’d never see again. Then we went with Master Windu and a taskforce of Jedi to Geonosis.”


He sighed. “It was a bloodbath at first, then Yoda showed up with the clones, I fought Count Dooku to a standstill, that was the first battle of the Clone Wars too by the way.” He watched Hera raise an eyebrow, she was going to love this next one. “Both Master Windu and Yoda accepted me into the Jedi Order, and I now sit on the Jedi High Council, at their request of course.”


He heard Hera gasp in surprise. “They did, but the rules?”


“They made an exception for me actually, my natural balance of the dark and light was what impressed them greatly. Oh, I should properly mention both Sabine and I are married too.” He saw Hera move, her eyes filling with fresh tears. Her movements did not go unnoticed.


“When?”


“The day we learned we were in the past.” He glanced at her. “And no, it wasn’t an in the moment thing, we’d been both been thinking about it for the past few months before then, it just meant we could use another name.”


He watched as Hera nodded in understanding, using names like Bridger, Wren or Syndulla would bring questions that they weren’t ready to answer yet. “Yeah, we go Shan, my families ancestral name. Which I suppose, you’ll need to go by a new name as well.”


He placed a hand upon Hera’s shoulder, he understood what she was feeling, what she was going through right now, it was a big change, and a sudden one at that. “Regardless, I’m in charge of my own Clone unit, I’ll let Sabine give you those details, it’s technically her unit anyway.”


His comm beeped before Hera could respond, bringing it up he answered. R10 chirped away, fast, and quick, fearful in a sense. “What do you mean the fighters gone?” He questioned, feeling Hera’s questioning gaze on him now. R10’s chirps continued. “You mean to tell me the droids picked up the beacon and a full battalion is on its way to our position right now?”


He cursed as he stood tall, he glanced at Hera. “Gather the bear basics, we need to move, and we need to move now.” He watched as she moved fast, gathering basic supplies. Kanan’s lightsaber among them. “Come on, R10, meet us fast and patch me into Knight Skywalker.”


Racing outside, R10 chirped as he rolled past, over the hill, he could see the droids marching upon them. Drawing upon his emerald blade, he raced Hera close behind. Blaster fire erupted from behind, growling he slowed his pace, falling in behind Hera.


22 BBY: Mon Cala, The Outer Rim


Anakin stepped onto the bridge, Ahsoka right behind him. “What is Admiral?” He questioned, coming to a stop before the holoprojector. He watched as Yularen faced him, their operations in this sector of the Outer Rim were going under way, keeping an eye out for any sign of Count Dooku or Ventress.


“We’re receiving a transmission from General Shan, he’s transmitting from the Atollon system, sir.”


He frowned, what did Ezra need? Last he heard, Ezra had been dispatched to investigate an old distress beacon. “Put it through Admiral, we shouldn’t keep him waiting.” The holoprojector flared to life as Ezra flickered into existence before them. From the way he was standing, the fact he was moving his blade and body indicated that he was in trouble. “You called, Master Shan?”


“Yes, there’s been a situation with my mission, simply put, my fighter has been, for lack of a better term, destroyed by the droid battalion currently marching upon my position, we require evac at once.”


That wasn’t good, General Shan didn’t usually call for assistance, which meant his situation was dire. “I’ll be on my way.” The call ended, Anakin turned. He couldn’t leave the sector or the fleet unattended, Yularen was good, but if they came across Ventress or Dooku, or Grievous, then he’d need to be present. “Snips, I need you to take a cruiser with Captain Rex and rescue Master Shan.”


He watched Ahsoka smile. “Of course, Skyguy. Come on Rex, let’s go rescue Master Shan.” He could only hope she got there in time.


22 BBY; Atollon, The Outer Rim


Ezra backed up as another droid fell to his blade, yet, for every droid that fell before him, another replaced it. He cold only hope that Anakin got here fast, otherwise he wasn’t sure how long they’d last under this onslaught.


He noticed Hera had grabbed hold of a droid blaster and was giving him fire support, but the two of them weren’t going to take down an entire battalion of droids on their own. “If it isn’t Ezra Shan.” The voice echoed over the field, but he knew the voice, and the person it belonged to.


“Ventress, I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure of meeting you yet.” He held his blade ready as the dark acolyte fell to the ground, crimson blades ignited. “You certainly are everything Master Kenobi and Knight Skywalker say you are.”


He held his blade out, falling into form V, he quickly moved to engage the dark acolyte, as emerald met crimson, the shower of sparks between them was matched only by the way they quickly moved about. Ezra dropped slightly, swinging his blade in fast. With several more swings, he continued to push Ventress back, fast, deadly strikes, each powerful as he aimed to take out the Nightsister.


He knew Ventress was fast, her agility gave her an advantage he didn’t have, yet his knowledge of the Force was far greater, and his skill as a duellist was well proven. He ducked back, leaping away from a swing that’d have cut him in half. Twisting, he swung hard, to his own amusement, Ventress flipped back.


“Come now, you’ll have to do better then that to best me.” Stepping to the side, he allowed his blade to parry another strike, then another. He watched on as Ventress moved fast. He moved, switching his style to form II. The precise and delays trikes were now elegant, a grace about them that forced the dark acolyte to re-evaluate her attack plan.


As he moved, stepping around Ventress, the dark acolyte moved in, blades swinging fast as she moved to strike at him again and again. Each and every time, he met each blow with one of his own, for the time being, he was simply buying time, the droids weren’t all firing, and most were standing their ground, not once moving to interfere with their fight.


Hera was safe for now, but he new that would change very quickly. As he ducked under another blow, he rolled to the side, reaching into the Force he sensed all the life around them, Hera, Ventress, Ahsoka… Wait, Ahsoka, he smiled, evac was coming.


The sounds of a LAAT coming in to provide evac echoed in the distance, Ventress seemed to notice and pressed her attack, forcing him to defend once more. He focused simply on delaying Ventress, holding her back until they could get away safely.


He heard the LAAT touch down, the blast doors open the clones fire upon the droids. He saw R10 move in the corner of his eye, he saw Ahsoka race towards him, glancing at Ventress, he flipped back, lightsaber returning to his belt. Ventress moved, taking what he hoped she’d perceive as an opening.


As one of her blades came down, he closed his eyes as he raised his hands, the Force radiated around them, catching the weapon in his hand, he smirked, opening them to see Ventress visible stunned. “Compared to Dooku, you’re child’s play, Ventress.” Moving one of his hands, he mustered the Force and sent her flying back.


Turning, he moved fast, Hera had already boarded the LAAT, Ahsoka and Rex waved to him. Leaping forward, he landed upon the LAAT, he turned, his gaze focused upon the droid battalion, or what was left of it anyway, fire upon them, though it was useless, they were already in the air. He allowed himself to relax, they off the cursed planet, and ready to move on.


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Sabine stood ideally, waiting in the hangar of the Jedi Temple for Ezra to arrive, he’d sent her a message, that he found someone she’d want to see. He hadn’t mentioned who it was, except that they were eager to see her. As the LAAT touched down, she saw Anakin and Ahsoka disembark. She saw Ezra step out, followed by… “Hera!” She cried, racing towards the Twi’lek.


She brought the Twi’lek in for a tight hug, tears of joy flowing as she held Hera tight. “I’m so glad you’re ok, that you managed to get out.” She hoped Ezra had told Hera of the cover story.


“I’m just glad the two of you managed to escape the blockade.”


She hugged Hera even tighter, from the corner of her eye, she saw Ezra talking with Obi-Wan, no doubt about council matters. Her husband turned, nodding at Obi-Wan before walking towards them. “Come, we’ll have time to discuss things in our quarters before we report to the council.”


She nodded, Hera would be standing before the Jedi Council, no doubt to gather her input on the Grysk. They’ll have to tell Hera that all that stuff as well, assuming Ezra hadn’t told her everything yet. As Ezra led them through the Temple hallways, they came to a stop before their quarters. Stepping inside, she turned. “What has Ezra told you?”


Sabine held her breath as Hera explained what she’d been told, the bare basics of things, until they were set upon by a droid battalion. “Right, well, I guess its best I get this out of the way. I’m a marshal commander of the Grand Army of the Republic, commander of the 81st assault corps, I’m also in charge of the ARC Troopers.”


She watched Hera smile, no doubt with pride. “Look at you two, not even two months in and already holding high ranks in the Republic and Jedi Order.” Sabine nodded, leading Hera to sit down. “Now, the Grysk, we’ll tell you what we’ve told the council already, we’ve told them that we barely know anything about the Grysk and that they just showed up.”


Hera nodded, She was grateful the Twi’lek was being so patient, the situation could’ve been better, but even then, she wasn’t sure if she and Ezra had fully recovered from learning that they were in the past. “Hera, you can tell that the Grysk possessed a powerful army and navy, from you, that’ll be believable, since our cover will say that you fought against them to buy others time to escape, however, I think its best you say you don’t know how many escaped.”


She was silently hoping Ezra would add his own input on the situation and the cover story, particularly where it came to Kanan, it would be difficult to explain why two lightsabers looked the exact same in design and blade colour. “I’ll explain what I can, but I will explain that I didn’t get much as I was focused on not getting killed and ensuring others escaped.” She smiled at Hera words.


Ezra’s comm beeped, one look at her husband revealed that the council wanted to meet, and discuss the Atollon situation.


Ezra moved, taking his seat on the council, Sabine would stand by Hera’s side, to provide support when needed. Sitting beside Obi-Wan and Yoda, he watched as Mace Windu sat before Hera. “We gather that you are a survivor of the Hagan Prime Massacre, what is your name?”


“Hera Jarrus, Master Windu.” Ezra was glad he’d taken the time to list each member of the council to her, it would’ve made things awkward if she didn’t know their names.


Ezra shifted in his chair, watching Mace closely, he was ready to intervene and take over the questions when needed, Yoda had suggested as much to him when he’d taken the Grand Master aside to discuss the situation regarding Hera, and the situation regarding Kanan’s lightsaber. Yoda had agreed to help him cover for the presence of a duplicate lightsaber if it was brought up.


“Do you have any additional information on the Grysk?”


“I know they have a powerful army and navy, beyond that, I only know as much as Ezra and Sabine know.”


Ezra glanced at the other masters, observing their reactions as they processed this information silently. “The matter of the lightsaber in your possession, as I understand, it perfectly replicates the one used by Padawn Dume.”


Ezra leaned forward. “Master Windu, if I may, I do believe that either the Force has guided young Caleb into constructing a lightsaber identical to the one in Hera’s possession, or it is mere coincidence and nothing more.”


“Agree, with Master Shan, I do. Mysterious, the Force is.” Yoda’s intervention was one much needed, and one he greatly enjoyed. He leaned back in his chair, observing the rest of the council closely. “Decide, what to do with you, we shall. Leave, you may.”


Ezra nodded, smiling and giving a small nod to Sabine and Hera. He’d do his best to get Hera involved in their operations as much as possible, he and Hera had discussed as much, they wouldn’t split apart again, not without meaning or purpose.


As the two vanished, he turned to the others. “I propose we assign her under my command, there she will be with me and my wife, in addition, she is a skilled pilot and fighter.”


“Hold merit, Master Shan’s idea does. Agree to his proposal, I do.” Ezra glanced at the other masters, hoping each would vote in favour of his proposal, she would be with support, and with aid when needed, in addition, their family wouldn’t be completely apart.


He watched, relief flooding into his body as they all agreed, it was time to pull strings with High Command.


Sabine sat with Hera within her quarters, discussing things not open to those around them, sharing a few tales of their time in the Unknown Regions when Ezra stepped inside. “I do hope I’m not interrupting anything.” She smiled, shaking her head at Ezra’s entrance.


“No, nothing at all. So, what was the verdict?” She saw Ezra smile, a certain smile that he’d done some string pulling, it was a smile she knew meant trouble. “What did you do?”


She watched Ezra moved towards Hera, his smile quite large. “Well Sabine, Hera, I thought you’d both love to know that Hera is now officially a commander of the 81st assault corps, directly under our command.”


Sabine smiled as Hera rose and pulled Ezra into a hug, their family wasn’t being torn apart further, not today, not ever, they would survive this war, and the next.


A new beginning
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22 BBY: Serenno, The Outer Rim


Dooku had seen many things in his time, but Ezra Shan was a mystery, one he couldn’t fathom. From what word had the Shan’s been hiding out on, why emerge from hiding at the outbreak of the war and the final phase of his master’s grand plan began to take hold. It was puzzling to say the least.


What he wanted to know though, was who trained him? When Ventress had returned from Atollon days ago, she’d spoken of the way he’d been able to deflect her blade with his hand. That level of training took time. It was clear that the Shans had managed to hide under the radar of both the Sith and Jedi Order for close to a millennium.


He was concerned as to what he knew, the Shans had a reputation for their flirtatious relationship with the dark side, often making use of it when it suited their needs. With construction of the Malevolence nearing completion, he needed to know what to expect from this Shan.


During his duel on Geonosis, he’d noted that he didn’t favour Makashi, though he was proficient, he was far from a master. Had he not been concerned with escaping the planet, and not been forced to deflect a volley of blaster fire every now and then, he’d have given Ezra a demonstration of its full potential.


“Lord Tyranus, how goes construction of the Malevolence?”


Dooku turned, falling to his knee before Sidous, the Sith Master’s hologram flickered in the light of his office. “Construction goes well, my master, our new weapon will be ready for deployment within the next week.”


Sidous’ crackle of laughter echoed around the room. “Everything goes according to plan, everything is falling into place, just as I have foreseen. I have received word of a secret meeting upon Rugosa between Master Yoda and King Katuunko.”


“I shall move to ensure an alliance is never made.” Dooku paused as he looked to his master. “Forgive my questioning, but what shall become of Ezra Shan? He is an unknown and a potential threat to our plans.” Sidous had been silent regarding the emergence of the Shans, silent enough that he was concerned his master was overlooking a potential thorn to their plans.


“He is where I need him, from there, where he sits on the Jedi High Council, I shall manipulate him, slowly turn him against the Jedi and their petty ideals. For if Anakin Skywalker cannot be turned, Ezra Shan will make a suitable replacement.”


He blinked, how had an unknown, one who’d just shown up, end up on the Jedi High Council? Especially one who had clear attachments, one who seemed willing to disobey the council when it suited him and had shown signs of having touched the dark side. His old master wouldn’t have allowed such an action to happen, nor would Master Windu approve of such a thing.


“Lord Tyranus, what is the status of our other weapon?”


Dooku bowed his head once more. “The vessel still undergoes construction. Issues relating to its power systems have arisen, rest assured, they shall be dealt with in time for a proper testing of its primary weapon.”


He watched as Sidous smirked, holographic image fading from view. The Sith lord rose from his place, turning as Ventress entered the room. “I have a task for you, head to Rugosa on my behalf, you are to intervene and attempt to convince King Katuunko to join the Separatist alliance.”


“Of course, master, I shall not fail.”


Dooku turned, moving to stand by the window. “You had best not disappoint me again.”


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Hera moved through the Temple halls, the Jedi Temple was different to anything she’d experience before, Kanan had talked of them in the past, of the long hallways and many rooms along them. The though of Kanan’s absence only brought discomfort, losing him had opened a hole in her heart.


Jacen’s death had only torn that hole open wider, she’d grieved for weeks on end after finding his deceased form amongst Ghost’s wreckage, the tears she’d allowed to pour had never ended. When Ezra showed up, something changed, when he mentioned Sabine was alive and well, she had hope that their family might be able to reform, incomplete as it was.


Then came the news, 27 years into the past, she knew their family would never be the same, Chopper, Zeb, Kallus, Rex, Ahsoka, they were all gone, lost in a future that they’d never return to. A future that may not exist anymore. As she turned down another hallway, she caught sight of Sabine discussing something with a group of Temple guards, Ezra was in the archives, no doubt doing more research on this Cult of Balance.


It was strange, to walk down the hallways of the Jedi Temple, these were the final years of the Republic, of the Jedi Order and she was living it in person and not from her home planet in the Outer Rim. She was a member of the Grand Army of the Republic, a commander among the ranks of the 81st assault corps, of Phoenix Battalion.


She’d yet to meet the men she’d held command, as she’d been busy, Ezra had been speaking with Anakin in secret, they were up to something, she wasn’t sure what, but it scared her. She’d heard about Anakin’s exploits in the war, bold plans that worked when they shouldn’t. Armed with Ezra as a partner in crime, well, that was a combination of chaos she wasn’t ready for, and if she wasn’t ready for it, then the Separatists wouldn’t be either.


“Betray you, your thoughts do.”


She turned, Yoda stood, staring up at her. “Master Yoda, I did not see you there.” The Grand Master tilted his head, chuckling to himself, much to her own confusion. In her years of knowing Kanan, he’d spoken of Yoda and his wording of things, she herself, wasn’t sure if it was natural for his species to speak as such, or it was just him.


“Walk with me, much to discuss, we have.”


She blinked with surprise, unsure what to say to the Grand Master or do she simply fell in line alongside the elderly Jedi Master, walking alongside him throughout the temple hallways, passing many Jedi along the way. “Betray you, your thoughts do. Many questions you have, to the best of my ability, I will answer them.”


Hera glanced down the at the old master, she did indeed have many questions to ask, and many that Yoda might not be able to answer. He might be in the know regarding the time travel, but that didn’t mean he’d have the answers she needed, but she supposed the best place to begin would be Ezra and his place upon the Jedi High Council. “I am curious, Master Yoda, as to how Ezra was accepted onto the Jedi High Council. From what I understand, his acceptance in the Order would’ve been met with much judgement.”


The old master chuckled as they turned down another hallway. “Much discussion among those left on the Council following the battle of Geonosis, there was. Many points regarding young Ezra, we discussed.” She lifted an eyebrow, she knew they’d have discussed it at length amongst themselves within their chamber, that many would oppose such an action.


“Worthy of his position, he is, experience he has, that which we do not have in military tactics.” Ezra’s war with the Grysk, his time spent with Thrawn, with the world between worlds, she wasn’t surprised that his experience would be brought up. “His attachments and marriage, easy to overlook when searching in the Force.”


She turned the head the next hallway, the Grand Master keeping steady with her slow pace. “Fear, he knows nothing off. Unafraid of losing his loved ones, he is.” She noticed the Grand Master allow a smile to form. “Embody what we could be, he does. In the end, love and attachment without fear, lead to the light, it does, strengthen it with our compassion for those around us. A beacon of hope, he represents.”


The two came to a stop before a room, what room it was, she did not know. She hadn’t exactly memorised or travelled the temple greatly since her arrival. “A destiny tied to the Chosen one, he has, know what that destiny is, I do not. Revealed to us, in time, it will be.” She couldn’t help but suspect there was more to his position on the council that Yoda didn’t reveal, something more to do with the Force, though she wasn’t going to push it either.


The two entered to find Ezra stepping away from something, what it was, she couldn’t tell. “Master Yoda.” Ezra spoke, turning to face her and the Grand Master. His blue eyes shone brightly she he saw her. “Hera, I was just about to contact you. This arrived for you just now.” She watched as he moved, revealing pieces of what appeared to custom made clone armour.


As moved to investigate the plastoid armour, she noted that it was already painted with vibrant orange, the same vibrant orange that decorated Sabine’s armour. Upon the right shoulder pad, was the starbrid symbol. “This is for me?” She questioned, glancing back at Ezra. She hadn’t really paid much attention to it, but Ezra was certainly different.


Aside from the visual changes, he’d grown in knowledge of the Force she wasn’t sure how much he’d learned during his five years in the Unknown Regions, or what he’d learned upon traveling to the past. His knowledge of military tactics had also grown, his recounting of their exploits was impressive, of his victories during the war with the Grysk, Thrawn had taught him much.


It was getting harder to think of Thrawn as an enemy now, with how highly Ezra had spoken of the Grand Admiral. She wished the others were here, to learn what she was learning. “It’s all yours, Hera, shoulder pauldron and DC-17 as well.” She turned her attention back to the armour, the shoulder pauldron was painted with the same vibrant orange as her armour.


She remembered what Rex had told Ezra regarding the pauldron’s, they signified a commanding officer on the field. As she reached out, she noticed a custom-made belt. Picking the belt up, she noted a clip upon the back, one made just for…


“You can clip Kanan’s lightsaber to that, a gift from the Jedi Order, well, from Knight Skywalker and I.” She noticed Ezra smirk, she wondered if there was more going on behind the scenes then she realised. “I’ll get around to finding you a fighter as well, one you can customise to your hearts galore.”


A personal fighter, that was something she looked forward to. Flying through the skies once more was a feeling she’d love to enjoy. She turned, her eyes falling upon the black body glove, that which the armour would attach to.


“Prepare for the mission ahead, you should.”


She glanced over her shoulder, the Grand Master was already walking towards the door. A mission? Where to? So early? And why now? She wanted those answers, it seemed Ezra had also noticed as he glanced at the old master. “Where to?” She questioned.


“Accompany me, to Rugosa you will, secure an alliance with the Toydarians, we must.”


She’d never been to Rugosa before, from she knew of the coral moon, it shared a similar landscape to Atollon, though the native wildlife differed greatly. She turned back to her armour; it wasn’t all there, only parts of the set. The chest armour, shoulder pads, forearm, elbow and hand armour alongside feet, shin and knee plates. She guessed it was to give her greater mobility when in getting in and out of a fighter in an emergency.


“I’ll stand outside, keep other out while you change, Sabine will be glad to see you in that, she painted it herself.” She nodded, grateful that Ezra was present, she wasn’t sure how she’d react if it was just her in the past, without anyone else in the same situation to rely on.


The shoulder pads alongside the knee and elbow plates all attached to the armour magnetically, as did the armour atop her hands. The rest strapped around her body, fitting snuggly to offer as much protection as possible. The holster attached to her belt, hanging off to the right where she slotted the DC-17 whilst Kanan’s lightsaber hooked onto the clip behind her, out of sight.


With the shoulder pauldron fitted around her neck and left shoulder, she stepped from the chamber, Ezra turned, looking her up and down before smiling. “Sabine will be glad to see you wearing it, she called in a few favours on Kamino to get that made so quickly.”


Hera nodded, eyeing Jedi that moved about the hallways. “Well, is there anything else I need to collect before I find Master Yoda?” It always paid to be well informed, information was a commodity greatly needed in wartime. The more information you had, the greater chance of success you had.


“Apart from a fighter and a room on the Krownest, you have everything. A commlink is equipped on the left forearm, so you don’t have to carry a handheld one around.” She noted that Ezra seemed to enjoy the notion of not having to carry a commlink around anymore. “Well, I might see about getting you a secondary comm you can hide on your person.”


She lifted an eyebrow as he leaned in close. “That’s something Sabine and I have come to appreciate, something Thrawn passed on to us.” His words were but above a whisper, but they carried great weight to them. She suspected that she’d see more of what Thrawn had taught Ezra over the coming years, and she was curious as to what she’d learn. In the meantime, she had a mission with Yoda, and she didn’t intend to be late.


22 BBY: Rugosa, The Outer Rim


Hera stood silently as the corvette flew for the coral moon, three clones stood off to her side, busy checking their own gear. Extra security for whatever may happen upon the planet, there was a high chance the Separatists might learn of their mission.


She heard Yoda move, entering the bridge behind her. “Master Yoda, the Toydarians are on the surface, though we can’t make contact, I suspect we’re being jammed.” She relayed to the old master, the elderly master coming to a stop beside her.


She’d fought among the Rebellion long enough to understand what complete radio silence from the enemy, and a jammed frequency meant, an ambush. It looked as though that extra security detail was going to be needed.


Right atop them, a Separatist frigate emerged from hyperspace, the vessel rocked as turbolaser fire poured into the shields. “We’re losing our shields!” Hera blinked, calming herself slightly, she last time she’d been on a ship losing its shields was, well during the galactic civil war.


She turned, her gaze falling upon Master Yoda, curious as to what the plan was now. “Sprung is the trap.” Hera could only nod in agreement, turning slightly as the pilots and bridge crew focused on escaping.


“I must get you to safety, General.”


Hera frowned, saftey, in a corvette. They were currently surrounded by Separatist frigates with enough firepower to pulverise their ship and some. Their vessel might have the speed advantage, but the frigates had the weapon range, she didn’t see a way out without reinforcements, Ezra had the Crusader, one of the seven Venators Ezra had under his command, on standby in the situation they needed reinforcements over Rugosa.


“Retreat to the Crusader you must, on the moon below, is my mission. There, I must go.” Hera turned, joining the three clones as they moved to follow Yoda. “Quickly now, reach the planet’s surface we must.”


“In an escape pod sir?” The ship’s captain seemed didn’t seem surprised, to say the least, more like he was concerned. “The enemy will fire at anything we launch.”


As she moved to follow Yoda, she glanced back at the bridge crew. “Then I recommend you fire all of them.” With that, she moved quickly, racing to catch up with the small party. As she oved to board the escape pod, she gave one final glance back at the ship. She hoped the crew would be safe, only to shake her head, they’d be safe, they were part of the Seventh Fleet, they saw action far more often than other, smaller taskforces.


She felt the pod rock as it launched, moving fast, she snatched the pods control sit up. It was habit to take the seat by the controls, years of piloting had ingrained it into her memory, and the design of escape pods hadn’t change much during the time of the Empire.


She could hear the explosions, saw a pod get torn apart by enemy fire before her. Within several minutes, the enemy fire came to a complete halt, which meant they were, hopefully, out of range. “General, I think we’re out of range.” She turned, glancing at the clones, each of them were members of the Coruscant guard, one spotted a shoulder pauldron like herself.


She knew each of their names, introduction once they entered hyperspace had been made. Lieutenant Thire stood, his helmet hid his face, but the markings of his armour, and the fact he was the only with macrobinoculars made him stand out among the others.


Her gaze shifted, sweeping over Jek, the rocket launcher and rotary cannon by his side quickly marked him as the heavy weapons expert of the group, opposite him, sat Rys, the pack by his legs said all that need to be said about him, he lugged about the excess equipment, among that stuff was no doubt extra rockets and thermal detonators.


“I agree, but entering another trap, we are.”


Hera frowned, she knew better then to question the judgement of a Jedi, but she couldn’t help but think that something was off. “Are you sure?” She eyed Yoda wearily, the mission had already taken a turn for the worse. Her mind wondered back to what she’d heard Ezra and Sabine discussing before her departure, something about a secrete Separatist weapon rumoured to be under construction somewhere in the Outer Rim, hopefully, such rumours were false, and the war wouldn’t fall into a hunt for a weapon that might not even exist.


 “A disturbance in the Force, there is.”


She couldn’t argue against that, Ezra had mentioned that their arrival had caused a minor disturbance in the Force, one strong enough to be felt upon the planet, but nowhere else in the galaxy, it explained why no one had found her as quickly as they were found, she’d crashed on Atollon, where no one lived safe Kanan’s friend and the native life.


The pod rocked, knocking her form her thoughts as it crashed into the ground, turning in the chair, she grabbed hold of the controls, steading herself as the pod rocked about before finally coming to a rest. It remined her of Atollon, how the Ghost crashed into the surface, how Jacen died. She closed her eyes, wiping those memories from thought it would not do well to remember her late son.


Rising from her chair, she turned, her gaze briefly sweeping over the others. “Everyone ok?” She questioned, moving ever so slightly as she made her way to the pod exit.


“We’ll live, Commander. What about you General?”


“Fine, I am. In contact with King Katuunko, we must.”


Hera focused on getting the pod door open, bending down, she quickly worked on the hatch panel. With a smile, she pushed the door open, leaping down onto the rocky ground, the vast coral forests around them were full of colour, enough colour that Sabine would be overjoyed to see it in person.


A brief scan of the perimeter revealed nothing hostile, at least, nothing she could see within sight, that didn’t mean there weren’t creatures out there that would attack on sight though. Turning around, she saw Yoda disembark from the pod.


The old master moved, no doubt taking in the surrounding area. “Commander, speak to his highness, I wish to.”


She moved, making her towards Thire. “Lieutenant, I need your holoprojector.” The clone turned, drawing the handheld holoprojector from his belt. Taking it in hand, she quickly got to work, getting into contact with the Toydarian king. King Katuunko’s image flashed to life before her, the Toydarian’s wings flapping faster then most, no doubt to keep that extra weight off the ground.


“This is King Katuunko, speak.”


Hera straightened her back, arms tensed as she eyed the Toydarian king. “Master Yoda wishes to speak with you, your highness.” She turned, kneeling down before the old master, allowing Katuunko to lay eyes upon the Jedi Grand Master.


“A pleasure it is, to hear your voice, your Highness. Master Yoda, of the Jedi High council this is.”


“Master Jedi, I thought perhaps Count Dooku had frightened you off.”


Hera shook her head, she’d heard how Ezra had fought both Mace Windu and Dooku within the first few days, Ezra had admitted to her that without the aid of the dark side, he might not have beaten Master Windu. He also noted that if he were to properly beat both in a single duel, he might have to completely immerse himself in the Force, he admitted, that in his war with the Grysk, he’d nearly fallen to the dark side many times.


From what she knew, it wasn’t until a year before the time travel incident did he begin to learn how to control his darker tendencies, and bring a level of control to the dark energies within him. She didn’t know the specifics except that Revan had been involved in some way. Sabine had informed her that Ezra had only learned of his heritage a year before they were thrown back in time, a year to learn from his ancestors holocrons.


“Delayed, have I been, but not too far away, am I now. Unaware I was, Count Dooku was invited to our meeting.”


“The Count invited himself.” Hera blinked, glancing at the other clones, all of them were busy checking their gear, and taking in the surrounding area, listening in to the conversation wasn’t any of their business. “He assures me that in this time of war, his droids can offer me greater security than your Jedi.”


Hera rolled her eyes, a battle droid is good, but a Jedi has the Force, she was biased, having been fought alongside two Jedi, teaching one of them to pilot. “A matter of debate, that is.” She could only smile in amusement, it would seem that Yoda thought the same. It was then, that she heard another voice, the same voice she’d heard on Atollon, Ventress.


“Your Majesty might prefer more than words.”


“What do you have in mind?”


“If Yoda is indeed the Jedi warrior you believe he is, let him prove it. Allow me to send my best troops to capture him. If he escapes, join the Republic.” Hera knew there was a but coming, there was always a but in these kinds of situations, and that second point was never good. “But should my droids defeat Yoda, consider an alliance with the Separatists.”


Hera watched King Katuunko closely, though the hologram was small, she could still make out the details of his being, and the way his face expressed a form of horror at this idea. “I did not request Yoda’s presence here to test him in battle.”


 Hera focused her attention on the Grand Master, trying to get an idea of how he would proceed with this particular addition to the situation, from what she’d seen on Atollon, Ventress wasn’t much of a threat to some Jedi, like Ezra, granted, she had never met nor knew what Ezra was capable off, much like she herself would come to learn, Ezra had more tricks up his sleeve, tricks he’d yet to reveal to the others.


“Accept the challenge, I do, your Highness. Arrive by nightfall, I will.”


Hera clicked the communicator off, throwing back at Thire now that she no longer had any use for it. Though she might consider getting one herself, it could prove useful in the long run. Turning, she put her focus on the terrain around her. The beauty itself only served to remind her of who she’d lost on Atollon.


“Beautiful, this moon is.”


She closed her eyes, doing her best to ignore the grand master and the memories of her son as she stepped out from the dug-up terrain. If Ventress was deploying a droid force, she wanted to be ready for them. She and Ezra had been caught unaware on Atollon, she didn’t intend for it to happen again.


“Amazing, the universe is.”


With a shake of her head, she put her attention to the sky, a low buzz could be heard from above, a buzz she remembered when the Separatists invaded Ryloth. A few days ago, Senator Organa and Representative Bink’s had been on Toydaria, dispatching supply ships to provide relief supplies to those on the surface. She could only hope that the Republic would have the resources to spare in the near future, knowing of the suffering that would befall her people.


Soaring overhead, was a droid landing craft, her gaze fell upon the vessel, the clones behind her making a few comments regarding what could possibly be inside, she knew from experience that it was a battalion. With luck, there didn’t bring armour, otherwise, it was going to be a fairly short fight for clones and herself.


“Commander, we’re moving out.”


She turned fast, Thire’s words alerting her to groups movement. Moving away from the rendezvous point, experience, and fighting in a rebellion, had taught her that the direct and most obvious path was not always the best approach to a situation when they didn’t have the numbers. Moving swiftly, she turned to catch up with the party.


22 BBY: Charros IV, Mid Rim


The Krownest rocked as the Separatist fleet poured its firepower upon them, the swarms of vulture droids appeared to be winning the fighter battle before them. Ezra cursed as he felt his body move, from the moment they arrived, the fight had gone from bad to worse. “Starboard batteries rotate 35 degrees and provide cover fire for the Phalanx.”


The Separatist blockade was larger than anticipated, they didn’t know the worlds importance before, but now, well now it was clear that the planet was producing a large amount of vulture droids. “General, Separatist dreadnaught moving into range.”


He cursed as he turned his gaze, sure enough, one of the three providences among the fleet was bearing down on them. “Intensify forward shields and brace for impact.” He shifted his attention elsewhere quickly. “Inform the Valkyrie to rotate batteries and target that dreadnaught.”


A barrage of turbolaser fire rocked the ship, the alarms blared in his ears, he wished Fordia wasn’t on Coruscant at the moment, her presence would be greatly appreciated. Without her, he had to command the fleet from the Bridge. If only Hera had been with them. “General, shields are dropping rapidly, we’ve got hull breaches on the lower decks.”


 He hissed as he shifted his gaze towards the fighter fight, nothing had gone to plan, nothing had went as expected. If they kept this up, they’d lose the fight and more then just a ship. “All ships, provide cover fire, fighters squadrons, return to hangar bays at once.” He bit his lower lip, they needed reinforcements before they could return. “Fall back, all ships, retreat, we’re getting out of here, now!”


He hoped Hera and Yoda were having better luck then they were.


22 BBY: Rugosa, The Outer Rim


Hera winced as blaster fire slammed into the coral and rock before them, watching as the sight of Separatist AAT’s hovered ever closer. She was on edge as they encroached on their position, the clones were no better, each just reaching for their weapons.


“At ease be, my friends, within range, we are not.”


It didn’t provide much comfort, the sound of blaster fire that wasn’t friendly didn’t really bring much comfort in a war, well, that was before the sight the befell them next. It was unbelievable how little programming the battle droids had, ramming a tank into the coral only to get stuck. It seemed they were out of range and hidden deep within natural cover.


“Their tanks are too large to fit amongst the coral.” She heard Thire note from her side, the slight surprise was evident in his voice.


“See, see? Size is not everything.” She smiled, that was a lesson she learned long ago on Lothal, they might’ve been small, but they overpowered and liberated an entire planet from the Empire using their numbers and what was available to them at the time. “Smaller in number, are we, but larger in mind.”


She moved, following the Grand Master away from their rocky perch. “Do you have any idea what the General was talking about, Commander?”


She glanced over her shoulder at Jek, the clone would no doubt ask, Yoda’s pattern of speech was cryptic to those who hadn’t spent extended periods of time around him. Fortunately for her, she an idea of what Yoda was talking about, considering the display she’d seen just earlier. “I have an idea of what he was talking about.”


That was all she offered, taking off after the Grand Master. It was only a matter of time until they would be set upon by infantry forces, which meant they would have little time to discuss anything else. “Sir, there are two patrols coming in on foot.” Scratch that, they had no time, she hadn’t realised how quickly infantry forces would be deployed.


“Now is the time to face the enemy Lieutenant. Ambush them, we will.”


Hera nodded, glancing at the clones. “We’ll flank them form the south, General.” It felt strange, to call Yoda a general, sure, the clones did it all the time, but she, herself, was used to being called general. Drawing her DC-17, she moved quickly, the clones following her from behind.


Ducking quickly behind a piece of coral, she signalled for the other clones to follow her lead. The clanking of droid feet marched closer and closer until they were in visual range. As they drew closer, she turned towards Jek. Sending a nod his way.


“Ok clankers, suck laser!”


She smirked as the rotary spun to life, with a nod at the other two, she turned form cover, firing into the group of droids. Within a few seconds, they were standing atop a pile of deactivated droids. “Where’s Master Yoda?” She questioned, foregoing the whole general title altogether.


“I don’t know, we got separated.” She nodded at Thire’s response, her focus drawn away as heavy steps echoed about. The dark, silver colour of the B2 battle droids shined as they marched towards them.


“Clankers!” Hera brought her pistol high at Jek’s cry, blaster fire arched around her, the red bolts missing her by inches as the advanced droids marched on their position.


With Yoda elsewhere, she was the highest ranked officer which meant the clones were under her command until they found Yoda. As the B2’s drew closer she scowled. “Fall back, we’re not going to win this fight.” She turned, breaking into a sprint, the clones right behind her. The red bolts soared past, she cried in pain as one the unarmoured spot of her left arm.


As she led the group further along, she noticed the coral was thicker. A plan slowly forming as they raced down a passageway, with how narrow the passage was, the droids would be forced to huddle together, not all of them would be able to fire without friendly fire.


Leaping off a small ledge, she landed with a crouch, racing forward before Thire fell to the ground. She paused, turning back as she raced to the lieutenant. “Can you walk?” She questioned, hooking his arm around her shoulder.


“I think I’m ok.” She didn’t accept it completely, nor did she let him go, instead bringing him to cover by a rock as Yoda leapt down, emerald blade ignited, giving them cover. Resting Thire against the rock, she returned fire, nailing one of the B2’s in the chest, only to frowned as the bolt did little but scorch the armour plating.


“Die Republic dog!”


She cursed as she ducked behind cover, the enemy fire too intense to stay out for an extended period of time. “Do we have a plan, Master Yoda?” She questioned, her gaze falling upon the Grand Master. She watched as Yoda sat down, eyes closed, blade extinguished.


“What’s the General doing?”


Hera shook her head, taking aim at the droids once more. “Keep firing, we need to buy time for whatever Master Yoda is doing.” Her shot true nailing the B2’s each time, with a rare few flying past, each time, she scorched their armour.


Then it happened, one of the B2’s rose into the air, the droid voicing his confusion at what was happening. She threw a curious glance over her shoulder, sure enough, Yoda had his hand held out. It would appear that the Grand Master’s plan was coming into effect. She turned her attention back to the oncoming droids, watching with relief as the droid line fell apart.


A final push from Yoda was enough to reduce their numbers to little more then a pile of scrap metal. “At least that’s over.” She said, holstering her blaster. Over, one skirmish of many, was she ready to fight another war? After all she’d lost, what she’d sacrificed to win the last war, was she ready?


“Rollers, inbound.”


Hera jerked her head, eyes falling upon the droidekas, their shields popping instantly as they unleashed a storm of blaster fire. She turned ready to run with the clones, they weren’t winning this fight.


“Retreat, cover you, I will.”


Hera moved, following after the clones. Yoda leapt onto her shoulder, deflecting a few a shots back at the coral walls, crushing the destroyers under their weight. It was going to be a long evening, perhaps an even longer night.


22 BBY: The Crusader, The Outer Rim


Sabine stood silently upon the bridge, her gaze focused on the void of space before her. Moments ago, the corvette loaned to Yoda for their mission had arrived, battered, but intact. At first, she feared their mission had gone south. Though, from what they had reported, Yoda, Hera and the clones had made it planet side.


It was a relief, to know that they hadn’t lost Hera so quickly, though she was ready to go in, guns blazing to rescue them. She turned, her gaze focused on the holotable, Anakin and Obi-Wan were discussing something with Aalya Secura. Off to the side, Plo Koon stood, talking with someone out of view.


Ezra’s image soon flickered to life, the sight of her husband, safe and sound was comforting. It wasn’t often that they fleet was broken up to attend different missions. The region of space they were in was mostly Separatist controlled, hence her proximity to Rugosa.


“Master Shan, how goes the siege of Charros IV?”


She focused her gaze upon Aalya, the Twi’lek had her attention focused on Ezra, each of them was commanding an operation in the area, and she was standing in for Yoda, given his current situation. However, she was curious as to how her husband’s operation was going, with Fordia on Coruscant and her out here, it was bound to be a different experience.


“I’m afraid our intel was incomplete, upon arrival, the blockade was significantly larger than we initially thought. We were forced to fall back following a brief fight. I have strong suspicion that the planet produces a large amount of vulture droids.”


She frowned, something must’ve changed since they received the intelligence regarding a Separatist fleet over Charros IV. “What’s the condition of the fleet?” She was almost afraid to know the answer. They’d have several successful battles, but this was the first battle where all personal and ships weren’t accounted for, save the Acclamators, which typically stayed out of the fight.


“The Krownest and a few others were damaged in the battle, we’ll need to spend some time at a dock yard before deploying again. I’m submitting my report to high command with a recommendation of sending a larger force to take the planet.”


“Perhaps, once your forces have recovered, you and I should make the assault on Charros IV together, Master Shan.” Her attention shifted to Plo Koon, the Jedi Master having turned his attention into the conversation.


“I look forward to a joint mission, Master Plo, though I would suggest we bring additional fighter support. If we are to succeed, we will need it.” She felt a smile form on her lips as Ezra turned to face her. “What is the status of Master Yoda’s mission to Rugosa?”


She sighed. “We lost contact with the General hours ago, their transport however, has docked in the lower hangar, and the crew report says they made to Rugosa’s surface. I’m currently preparing the Crusader for deployment to the coral moon, for assistance or, in the worst-case scenario, extraction.”


“And what of what these rumours regarding a Separatist weapon under construction?”


She crossed her arms at Aalya’s words, the rumours had begun to spread rapidly. She and Ezra had already discussed the possibility before Hera left on her mission, they hoped that it was simply a rumour, and only that. For if it were true, then they might eventually end up going on the hunt for this rumoured weapon. “Hopefully, there are only rumours and nothing else. I don’t exactly want to think about what kind of weapon they’d have under construction either.” Ezra got it, he understood the situation perfectly, it was a rumour, and should be left at that.


“Sorry to interrupt, but we’ve just received word that a Separatist fleet is headed for Commander Shan’s position.”


Sabine cursed at the news, her gaze falling upon Obi-Wan. “Thanks for the heads up, Master Kenobi, I’ll be on my way to Rugosa to avoid this oncoming fleet.” Ending her end of the call, she turned, marching along the bridge. “All stations, make set course for Rugosa at once and jump.”
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Hera gazed over the large chasm before them, the many tunnels all but reminded her of Atollon, just like the rest of the planets landscape. She longed for Jacen’s presence by her side, for things to return to the way they were. When Ahsoka had taken a party of people, including Luke, to search for Ezra and Sabine, and find out what happened to the Seventh Fleet.


It was cruel, that she’d find out what happened to the Seventh Fleet in this way, to find them before the others would. She ignored the clones and Yoda as they entered the cave, her attention lost on memories of old. The planet brought up so many memories, of the many they’d lost when Thrawn had assault them on Atollon, the death of her son, and through him, Kanan’s death.


Kanan lived in this tie, though he was not the same, a padawan at the Temple, ignorant of the world outside, of the cruelty that people could bring upon others. A naïve child who truly believed in the good of all beings. It wasn’t her Kanan, he would never be her Kanan.


She imagined that both Ezra and Sabine had gone through this plight. “Hera, burden by loss, you may be.” She turned, her thoughts burned away as Yoda moved around her. “Dwell, not on those you have lost, in you heart and mind, with you, they will be.”


She blinked, she didn’t want them to make sense, but Yoda’s words made sense, as much as she wanted to disagree. But how did she move on, she had mourned her son’s death, had mourned Kanan’s death, yet she was always reminded of their demise. As if sensing her inner turmoil, the Grand Master tapped her on the shoulder.


“Stand.” His simple command was obeyed with ease, standing from her rock, she frowned at what the Grand Master wanted. “Death, inevitable it is. To move beyond your grief, help you start, I will.” She watched as he ignited his emerald blade. “Ignite your husbands lightsaber, follow my actions, you should.”


She blinked, reaching behind her, her hand brushed the hilt, she wasn’t sure how Yoda knew that the lightsaber she held belonged to her husband, she knew for sure that neither Ezra nor Sabine had told him, she knew she hadn’t told him either. Regardless, she removed it from its clip, bringing it forth. Her eyes swept over the hilt, the design very much like Kanan.


Brining it forward, she ignited the blade, the sapphire blade illuminated her face, she watched as Yoda moved his blade, the actions swift and elegant. Slowly, with carful movement, she followed his actions. The clones remained ever silent as she swung the blade.


“Faster in movement, the blade should be swung, clear of you, we all stand.”


She moved the blade quicker, with each swing, the blade moved quickly, becoming lighter with every motion she made, something she took note of swiftly. “The blade feels lighter, easier to wield.” Her words were soft, her heart hummed as she swung once more.


“An extension of you, that weapon is. A connection with the kyber crystal, you are forming.” She turned, the blade disengaging as she faced the old master. Yoda sat upon the rock once more, his gaze focused on them all. “Train you, Master Shan shall, teach you to wield that blade, he shall. Overcome your grief, you will.”


She fell back to her rock, training with Ezra, that wasn’t new. What was new though, was that he’d be the teacher this time around. Perhaps, perhaps, in time, she will overcome the grief this time travel situation had brought back to the surface. She wouldn’t let her grief, let those she’d lost, hold her back.


“The Force, reside in all life forms, it does. Use it you can. To quiet your mind.” She closed her eyes, listening to the sound of the cave, and the outside world. A rumble, and the hefty sound of metallic feet marching drew her attention to the entrance. The others had heard it as well, each of them moved to investigate alongside her. Yoda trailing behind at his own pace.


Emerging from the cave, the four came to lean over the ledge, far below them, in the chasm, was the droid battalion, the armour they’d brought hovering ever so slightly along. The clones made a few comments regarding their combat capabilities against the overwhelming numbers below them.


“Greet them I will.” She turned, her eyes falling upon Yoda, she wasn’t one to deny that a Jedi couldn’t be a formidable threat, but that much infantry was accompanied by AATs.


“Master Yoda, I don’t believe you’ll be able to take them all out on your own.” She watched the Grand Master move closer to the edge, a look in his eyes told her that he was going to do exactly what she though he was.


“Have you four, I do. Outnumbered are they.” She blinked; her eyes focused back on the droids. “Know the time to help me, you will.” And with that, she watched him leap to the ground below landing before the droid battalion where he simply sat down.


She wasn’t sure what to expect from Yoda, she had seen in combat once, yes, but back then, he was defensive, protecting them. Now he was going to be on the offense, that intrigued her. It happened so fast, one second, it was silent, all doing nothing, the next, Yoda had leapt into battle, the droids firing away at a target far too small and fast for them to hit.


She watched, a stream of droid parts flying overhead. “Doesn’t look like the General needs help to me.” She shook her head at Thire’s comment, focusing her attention on the fight below them, their position was unknown, and the droids were focused on Yoda. If they could get into the right position, they could flank the droids and hit them before they even knew it.


“The General’s cutting them up.” A chorus of chuckles form the clones caught her attention before a sound reached her, she turned her head, her gaze falling upon the same thing Thire was looking at.


“Trouble.” She muttered, glancing back down at Yoda, with the way things were playing out, he’d never see the droid reinforcements before it was too late. Her mind ticked away, shifting though the fight around her, every situation was different, she was used to commanding starfighters, occasionally, she help lead a ground team. This was different, they weren’t even meant to fight a droid force, they were meant to negotiate a deal with King Katuunko.


“I think I know how to deal with them.”


She turned, glancing at Thire, the lieutenant had an idea and she’ll be all ears. An idea was better then nothing at this moment. “Go ahead.” She stood, her gaze focused on the fight below them.


“We’ve got one rocket, if we set things up right, he can cause a rockslide that’ll crush the clankers beneath.”


She nodded, standing tall as she glance at the clones, they had one shot at this, but it was the only plan they had, and might be the only one that’d work. Stepping forward, she took a glance down, the droidekas were unrolling, getting into position below them. She waved Thire over, the clone lieutenant setting up as the rocket launcher was flung over his shoulder. Stepping to the side, she watched with anticipation for the rock slide, and the droid defeat. The rocket fired, and the cliff side opposite them collapsed, the droids crushed beneath its weight.


“Yeah! Great shot sir.”


“That’s giving it to the clankers.”


She smiled, following the clones down to the ground, sliding along the rock slope before leaping to her feet. She moved, joining up with the others as they gathered around Yoda. The Grand Master sat, the native wildlife flying around him.


“Earned something today, have you lieutenant? Commander?”


She smiled as she came to a stop beside Thire. “Yes, I think we each did, General.” The word no longer felt strange on her lips, a sign that she was overcoming her past grief, accepting this new realty at last.


“Come, behind schedule are we. Not polite to be late.” She nodded, walking alongside the Grand Master as they progressed to the rendezvous point.


“So be it. Perhaps our negotiations will be more fruitful with your successor. Ventress, kill him.”


The sound of Dooku’s voice was enough to encourage the group to move fast, the sound of blaster fire pushed them to move even faster. As the group reached the point, she saw Ventress moving to strike Katuunko down, in the corner of her eye, she saw Yoda reach out with the Force, halting Ventress in her tracks.


The two droids took aim, she moved faster, Kanan’s lightsaber falling into her hand. With a single swing, the droids fell to the ground, leaving Ventress alone. With the blade still ignited, she faced Ventress, still held in place by Yoda.


“Jedi Master Yoda, I’m very pleased to meet you at last.”


“Share the feeling, I do, King Katuunko.” She watched as Yoda turned, to face Dooku. She noted his appearance over the hologram, it was hard to imagine that this was who Ezra had faced on Geonosis, who Ezra could have lost a fight with as well. “Failed you, Ventress has, Count.”


She narrowed her gaze as Ventress sneered a remark, an attempt to turn to the situation back to her favour. “Strong you are, with the dark side, young one… but not that strong.” She watched as Yoda tore the crimson blades from Ventress’s grasp to his own. “Still much to learn, you have. Surrender, you should.”


She raised an eyebrow as Yoda returned the blades to the dark acolyte, the dark side trainee scowled, her gaze shifting between her and Yoda. Hera felt her grasp on Kanan’s lightsaber tighten, watching each move Ventress made. In quick motion, the dark acolyte detonated something before fleeing the area.


She lifted her gaze, following the glance of the clones, the Toydarian ship, or what was left of it, along with coral was rushing down towards them. She flinched, looking away, waiting for the debris to crash down upon them, only to find Yoda holding both hands out.


She felt foolish for forgetting about him, she’d become so accustomed to fighting without a Jedi by her side that it might take some time for her to adapt to working with one. As the debris was flung to the side, she, and Yoda, turned to face Dooku. “In the end, cowards are those who follow the dark side completely.”


“It’s a put I wasn’t there in person, my old master.”


She blinked, Dooku had been Yoda’s padawan once, that news was, surprising and a little shocking. Her eyes shifted, between Dooku and Yoda for a brief few seconds. “A pity indeed, my fallen apprentice.” She watched Dooku’s image fizzle out, allowing them to face King Katuunko, his guards recovering from their whatever had knocked them down. “Perhaps now, begin negotiations we can.”


“That is not necessary, my friend.” She watched, tense as the king drew his blade, only to hold it in both hands. “You have my faith. Toydaria would be honoured to host a Republic base. My people, are at your service.”


She observed as Yoda reached out, taking the sword in hand. “Your Majesty, fail you, we will not.” She smiled, turning around as the tell-tale sign of a ship emerging from hyperspace echoed over them. In the sky, a single Venator hovered, three LAAT’s flying down to meet them.


A single LAAT soared to land before them, the blast shields opening to reveal Sabine and a few clones of the 81st assault corps. She moved, following the group towards the gunship. Sending a smile towards Sabine as she boarded.
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A week passed since her mission to Rugosa, her introduction to the men of the 81st assault corps had been smooth, meeting Sabine’s ‘students’ had been interesting to say the least. Ricochet’s loyalty was something she’d get used to, the fact he’d obey any order given to him is something else. She did enjoy his no nonsense personality as well.


Triggerhappy was on the other side, while he openly appears to be a very shoot first, ask questions later type of trooper, she could see deeper, she saw the making of a loyal trooper who’d put his life down any of his brothers, for anyone. She did have a small chuckle at some of his jokes as well.


As for Pinpointer, he seemed the easiest to work with, when he wasn’t being protective of his brothers and commanding officers, that is. His natural drift to employ unorthodox tactics fit right in with Ezra. She did enjoy learning off his observational skills and love of scouting and patrolling.


Teagmak Fordia on the other hand was a very military focused women, but the women also knew how to enjoy her time when on break, the two enjoyed many conversations in the officers lounge during their breaks. She didn’t seem to care much for politics or money, despite her noble stature on Serenno, the fact she still held that status was something that baffled her to no end, but she wasn’t going to ask either.


Meeting Metalhawk and the other pilots she’d be flying alongside often was fun, when she learned that she’d be in command of her own fighter squadron, well, that was even better. Her squadron, Huntress Squadron, would be comprised of the best pilots the Seventh Fleet had to offer, and would be stationed aboard the Krownest permanently.


Due to her statues as a commander, she’d been briefed on the vast complement of the 81st assault corps. The primary force of clones taken into the field was the 303rd attack battalion, a battalion both Ezra and Sabine had come to call Phoenix Battalion, there was also the 303rd recon division, the scouting division of the 81st.


Ezra had started to call their AT-RT unit Loth-Wolf Squadron, each of them spotted a stylised Loth-Wolf on their armour and walkers. In addition to all that, she’d also been told of a commando unit, code name Krownest Group, that was a meeting she looked forward to.


As a bonus, she was also briefed on the complement of ships that formed the Seventh Fleet, among them were seven Venators; the Krownest, Tribunal, Crusader, Duchess, Elysium, Phalanx and Valkyrie. They also spotted five Acclamators; the Sanctuary, Retaliation, Predator, Javelin and Bastion. They had also been promised four Arquitens, their names already finalised and everything, those four Arquitens would be named; Visionary, Vanguard, Trident and Solstice.


Among the fleet complement, were an array of smaller corvettes and frigates accompanied by their large supply of fighters and bombers. She shifted her focus to the fighter before her, a Delta-7B Aethersprite, the fighter used by the Jedi Order, it was hers to customised as she liked. Sabine had already gone over it in the same colours as the Ghost, a subtle reminder to never forget her first ship, and all the happy memories that had come from it.


She turned, they currently stood aboard the Resolute, she and Ezra had arrived with the Tribunal to provide aid in the mission to hunt down the Malevolence. Stepping forward, she noticed Ahsoka talking with Anakin. Back on Atollon, she had been too focused to dazed by her situation to have noticed, but she looked so young, far too young to be on the frontlines of a war constantly. She moved, walking to join Plo Koon and Ezra, the three had agreed that the mission take bombers was risky, and so they would be piloting their fighters as escort.


“Hopefully, once we’ve dealt with this threat, we’ll be able to take Charros IV from the Separatist and cut off a vulture droid manufacturing planet.” Ezra’s words cut through the air as she approached, the Kel Dor Jedi Master listened closely while their fighter preparations were finished.


“Indeed, I’m certain Commander Wolffe will enjoy taking a bit out of the Separatists following the losses we suffered at the hands of Grievous.”


Hera came to a stop before them. “Generals, our fighters are nearly ready for launch.” She’d met a Kel Dor in the Rebellion once, she was different to Plo Koon in many ways. The Kel Dor she’d met had a lust for revenge, the Empire had taken something from her, something close to her heart.


“I suspect we’ll be taking flight shortly as well, Skywalker appears ready to begin the mission.” Hera turned, following Plo Koon’s gaze, Anakin was climbing the ladder to his Y-wing fighter. She nodded, headed for her fighter.


Climbing into the pilot’s chair, she watched as her astromech was slotted in. He was no Chopper, but he was enough to aid her in combat. Checking her flight controls, she watched as the bombers took flight, each leaving the central hangar of the Resolute. Soon enough, she took flight, following after Ezra and Plo Koon.


She docked with her hyperdrive ring, taking check as each pilot listed off. She readjusted her position, focused on the sight ahead of her. They had one chance at this, if they failed, well, it was all over for the medical station.
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The Nebula was unlike anything she’d seen before, beautiful beyond belief. Her gaze focused on the array of colour and gasses that made the nebula so beautiful. She wasn’t exactly paying attention to the conversation going on around her, focused more on the beauty that was around her.


“The Balmorra Run?”


Plo Koon’s cry drew her attention, she’d heard of the Balmorra Run before, the danger it presents to pilots who weren’t prepared for it. She’d flown it herself once, after a particularly nasty encounter with the Empire, she was forced to lose them in the nebula.


“We have to turn around now, four of us can navigate this with little trouble, but the clones…”


She didn’t even want to think about the fate the clones would find if they couldn’t navigate this with minimal losses. She knew the stakes of the mission, Anakin knew the stakes, this was a risk they shouldn’t be taking.


Some of the clones were questioning what was so dangerous about the passage, that question was going to be answered very soon. Flying fast, ahead of them, several shapes formed. The massive Neebray Manta soared around them. “General Skywalker, I don’t think flying through a nest of Neebray Manta was the best idea.”


She watched the Neebray Manta move, some headed to investigate the sudden appearance of their fighter craft. “All fighters, take evasive maneuvers.” She did just as Anakin ordered, breaking formation as she soared in and around the Manta’s. Doing her best to avoid the large creatures.


“Hey Ezra, trying to make a connection with them?” She questioned, curious as to whether or not Ezra would be attempting to make contact with them, he did enjoy forming connections with all forms of wildlife.


“And risk angering them, no thank you Hera. I’ve angered more then my fair share of creatures by attempting to form a connection with them.”


That made a lot of sense, not every creature would be willing to allow someone else into their mind, it seemed there was a story behind Ezra’s reply as well. She looked forward to hearing that story in the future.


“All wings, line up behind me.”


Hera took no time, forming up behind Ezra as they took up formation. In and between the Neebray, she navigated, their fighter group weaving in and around the creatures. She focused put her full attention on keeping track of Ezra, and the long line of bombers ahead of him.


She tensed as they passed through another group of Manta, there was a reason she didn’t fly through nebula often, Purrgil, Neebray and a whole long list of other creatures was enough to drive her away from them, granted, she now knew that Purrgil weren’t much of a threat.


Time passed quickly before the nebula’s gas clouds faded, the vast empty void of space before, the medical station sitting alone. It was clear they had arrived first, the fighters fanning out as they awaited the arrival of the Separatist battleship.


“R10’s picking something up on the scanners, something big is coming out of hyperspace.”


She blinked, eyes going wide as the Malevolence entered the system, it was larger than she’d expected, the massive ion cannons were imposing, yet it wasn’t anything new to her, she’d been present for the battle of Endor, she’d seen the Executor and the Second Death Star in action. This technological abomination Grievous commanded was nothing compared to the likes of which the Empire would build.


“Vulture droids incoming.”


Hera accelerated forward, Ezra following her movements as they soared to meet the oncoming droid fighters. Firing away, she watched as the first dozen or so fighters fell apart from a combined wave of laser fire. She twisted her fighter, zipping in and out of the fighters as she brought cover fire, every now and then, Ezra would soar past, his own Aethersprite firing away at any vulture droid unfortunate enough to be in his view.


“All pilots, move, now.”


The Malevolence was taking aim at them, she widened her eyes briefly before they narrowed once more in concertation. She’d survived one war, she’d survive a second. Adjusting her flight path, she started to soar up, following Plo Koon as they moved to fly above the ion blast. She released a gasp of relief as she found herself clear, to her right, she found Ezra, also soaring clear.


She listened, hearing those they’d lost in the recent firefight. Now though they had a clear path towards the massive warship. She fell in behind the bombers, giving escort as they moved to make their attack run. The vast amount of turbolasers firing at them was impressive, they hadn’t held back when outfitting the warship with such an array of weaponry.


Her fighter rocked as turbolaser fire exploded around her, she refused to let her focus go elsewhere, she ignored Plo Koon, Ahsoka and Ezra attempting to convince Anakin to attack the ion cannon, she had bigger concerns to worry about. One shot would be enough to pulverise her fighter, taking her with it.


She put her focus ahead of her, on those around her, ensuring they got out of this alive, they’d already lost several bombers, losing more could mean the mission would fail. Anakin changed direction, his path shifting away from the bridge tower. Hera smile as she pushed her controls, following the bombers around the tower and towards the ion cannon.


Explosions rocked from ahead, flying in behind the ion cannons firing dish, she saw the source, the bombers unleashing their payload into the device, causing as much damage as possible. She smile, with luck, they’d have dealt a serious blow to the Separatist war machine with this damage.


Flying out from under the ion cannon, she followed the fighters, a flash of light caught her, the ion cannon had no doubt blown itself to bits when it attempted to fire, ahead of them, she saw the battlegroup emerge from hyperspace. Perhaps this endeavour wouldn’t be lost at all.
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Ezra smiled as he stepped onto the bridge with Hera, after arriving, he’d gotten in contact with Sabine and Fordia, the two were handling a situation with a small Separatist fleet attempt to sneak through while Anakin’s forces were out of place, it was safe to say, a complete failure on the enemy’s part.


“Master Kenobi.” He greeted, coming to a stop beside the Jedi Master. His gaze focused on the retreating Malevolence. “How long do you think it’ll take to tear that thing apart?” He questioned, glancing at the Jedi Master.


Anakin’s former master crossed his arms in thought, Ezra could only wonder what was going through his mind. “Hopefully not too long, we both have a fleet to return to, and a war effort to continue.”


He nodded in agreement, arms falling behind his back. A habit he’d picked up from Thrawn and Ar’alani. Explosions continued to ripple through the Malevolence as the constant barrage of turbolaser fire tore into the massive warship.


With a satisfied look, he turned to take his leave. Waving for Hera to join him. “Contact me if something new develops.” He called back at Obi-Wan, heading for the insides of the Resolute, for a well deserved rest.


Chapter End Notes


One final view of Ezra' appointment to the Jedi High Council is left, that of the Force itself, a view we won't see until Mortis.


There are still two ships I have yet to reveal that belong to the Clone Wars Seventh Fleet, they will come into play in the later years of the Clone Wars.


Fun Fact, I originally didn't intend to cover the events of Ambush, but a lot of thinking made me realise, it was perfect for a Hera to be present.


Originally, there was going to be more of the Malevolence Arc, Ezra would have infiltered the ship with Anakin and Obi-Wan, attempted to sabotage the ships reactor and have a brief fight with Grievous, he also would have appeared during the meeting between Obi-Wan, Mace Windu, Yoda, Palpatine discussing the weapon and what his fleet was doing at that point.


Battle for Charros IV
Chapter Summary


In an attempt to stem the flow of war, Jedi Generals Ezra Shan and Plo Koon are dispatched to capture the Mid Rim world of Charros IV and shut down their vulture droid production facilities.
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Fordia frowned as she observed the endless expanse of space before them, a squadron of V-19 Torrents soared past the bridge, following their routine patrol around the fleet. Her gaze shifted, the ships of the Seventh Fleet were on standby, ready for their second assault on Charros IV. The final preparations would be made the moment General Plo arrived with his forces.


“Admiral, there’s something you might want to see.”


She turned, marching along the command bridge towards the sensor station. “What is it?” She questioned, her gaze falling upon the screen. “Nitrogen?” In the middle of nowhere, far from any star, gas giant or nebula was strange, suffice to say, it might be a cause for concern.


“Yes, Admiral, spread out like the trail of an engine exhaust.”


That was curious, at least a few dozen explanations came to the front of her mind. A leaking canister to a broken component on a starship, there were plenty of reasons for nitrogen to be out there. “Anything out of the usual about it?”


The officer paused, looking back at his readings, she grew suspicious at the pause, there was most definitely something off about the gas. “It appears to be highly concentrated, Admiral, quite pure as well, no trace of any other chemical compounds mixed in.”


Whatever it was, it was a cause for concern. Reaching for her comm, she glanced back at the sensor screen. “Fighter patrol, make way for heading 22 8, send sensor readouts back at once.” An affirmative from the other side confirmed her orders had gone through, it was now a matter of time before the data from the V-19’s was in their hands.


Seconds passed before the station pinged, the data from the squadron was coming back, reading through the data was simply enough, trying to decipher whether this was a threat or not was another matter altogether. “Contact the General, inform him that there’s something he needs to take a look at.”


“Right away, Admiral.”


It took a few minutes for Ezra to step onto the bridge, his bright blue eyes focused on her. “Admiral, what is it you wanted me to take a look at.”


She stood tall, gesturing towards the sensor station beside her. “Sensors picked this up a few minutes ago, General, I dispatched the fighter patrol to collect data. Pure, untainted nitrogen.” She watched Ezra closely, the way his eyes narrowed, lips parted slightly as if he were familiar with it.


“Transfer the data to my personal datapad immediately, once your done, wipe the data of this discovery from the records.”


She blinked, watching Ezra turn swiftly, the orders were most unusual, granted, a lot about him was unusual, but this was a clear breach of naval protocol. “General, I don’t think it’s wise to wipe this data from the record, not to mention this is a clear beach of naval protocol.”


She caught his smirk, the sign that he knew something she didn’t. Once, such a thing annoyed her to no end. But after the time they’d spent serving together, she’d come to recognise it another of his many talents, no doubt something he picked up at the military academy on Hagan Prime.


“Admiral, is it truly in breach if the one gathering all that data together for a private investigation, after all, there is a ship out there, one form the Unknown Regions.”


A shiver ran down her spine at the mere though that someone was watching them, that the General was well aware of this presence, and they weren’t. She was curious though, as to how this mysterious person was evading their sensors and scanners. “General?” She questioned, marching to catch up with Ezra. “May I inquire as to who this person watching us is?”


She felt Ezra’s gaze fall upon her, it wasn’t often that he turned to look at her, and when he did, it was often with good reason. “Admiral, out there, is a cloaked scout ship, gathering intel on the Republic.” She nodded, listening to his every word closely.


When Ezra started to move once more, stepping off into a maintenance room, she followed. “That ship belongs a species known as the Grysk, the Chancellor is well aware of their existence, as are the Jedi. All I can tell you, is that the less you know, the better, leave that scout ship be for now, they won’t bother the Republic for a few years yet, not while they still have much to uncover.”


She blinked, trying to remember why the General would have such knowledge on these aliens from the Unknown Regions. “The Grysk are the same race that wiped out our civilisation on Hagan Prime. And there is a private investigation going on regarding them, one I’m leading. You are not to tell anyone of what you have just learned.” With that said, the General took his leave, leaving her to stew in her thoughts and process this information.


A few words were left unsaid, but Fordia got the message loud and clear, this was topic off limits and not to brought up again. She suspected the need for secrecy on this matter was to prevent public distress and unrest in the face of a far greater threat to the galaxy. And, if what he said was true, they wouldn’t be a threat for a few years at least.


With her curiosity satisfied for the time being, she returned to the bridge, back to observing the fleet before her, waiting for the Wolfpack to arrive, where they might, at long last, take another shot at liberating Charros IV from Separatist control.


Ezra ducked into his quarters, quickly picking up his datapad, the data he’d ordered had been transferred safely. Thrawn had mentioned that the Grysk were watching the known galaxy as far back as the clone wars, but he wasn’t sure how far back they’d been watching.


When he stepped onto the bridge, hearing the two words that’d become common words to hear upon the bridge of the Chimera or the Harbinger. He couldn’t help the brief fear that rose upon the mention of nitrogen, when he reached out into the Force, sensing the presence of Grysk warriors had only confirmed his fears.


They were in the Mid Rim, scouting out both the Confederacy and Republic. The datapad fell onto his desk, a single hand resting on his forehead as he leaned over the desk, he hoped the Mid Rim was as far as the Grysk were willing to go before they caught, he only hoped the protocols he and the Chancellor put in place would hold. No one was allowed to know of the Grysk, High Command were silent, the Jedi High Council were silent. The Grysk could not learn that the Republic knew of their existence and the threat they posed.


He'd ordered Fordia to secrecy, his own private investigation had been authorised by the Chancellor, and he would continue to investigate the Grysk presence in the known galaxy. Rising from his desk, he called forth Revan’s blade, the ancient blade flying into his hands. With a single flick, the amethyst blade ignited, the hum of both the dark and the light filled the Force.


The blade vanished, the hilt clipped to his belt, he would not wield this blade lightly, the few times he ignited it on the Chimera had been in private, to gain an understanding of how it was constructed. It was Reven’s third blade, the first two having been lost, and presumably destroyed, by either the Jedi or Sith, no one really knew what happened to them.


This third blade had been forged with both the light and the dark, those who sought to wield it to its full power needed to tap into both sides of the Force, open themselves greatly to their emotions. But above all else, it required balance and control. He moved, stepping out into the corridors of the Krownest. A ship named after Sabine’s home, stylised with a symbol of legend from his own.


He moved swiftly down the hallways, twisting and turning as he passed by clones, some saluting as he passed by, others giving a nod in his direction. Progressing further down the hallway, his comm pinged, alerting him to an incoming call. “Go ahead.”


“General, Master Plo and the 104th have arrived.”


He smirked, it would be his first time working with Plo Koon on the battlefield, Ahsoka had mentioned him once, and only in passing. “Inform Master Plo that I’ll meet him in the hangar.” With the comm off, he made way for the hangar, the path familiar, traversed well since he first stepped foot upon the vessel.


The hangar was bustling with life as he entered, a single shuttle touching down ahead of him. Walking forward, two of his men moved, matching his pace behind him. A recent addition to his forces, was a squad of troops who acted somewhat like the Deathtroopers, Sabine had done a wonderful job shifting through the ranks of the 81st, finding the best of the best and enlisting them into an elite guard of sorts.


To mark their status as an elite guard, they each wore a kama alongside the starbird, the starbird itself had three, angled lines either side of it and was located upon their chest plate. He came to a stop as the shuttle ramp opened, revealing Master Plo, Commander Wolffe and a small group of clones. “Master Plo, welcome aboard the Krownest.”


He watched Master Plo take a look around the hangar, the clones working around the clock to ensure all fighters and bombers were in working order. From the corner of his eye, he saw Hera speaking with her pilots, no doubt discussing battle flight formations or tactics.


“Your command ship certainly stands out, if I may ask, off what creature is visualised beneath the ship?”


Ezra smiled as he turned, waving for Plo to follow. “It is a Loth Wolf, our legends said they are guardians of the light side, hostile to any who bring the dark side to Lothal. It’s said that they have a connection with the World between Worlds, with the Mortis Gods.” His own research into the Cult of Balance had made a little headway since arriving in the past, the Cult had great knowledge, and it was generally believed that their midichlorian count was quite high, with some stories saying that they often had counts as high as 19,000, possibly even higher.


The truth of these stories might not be clear yet, he was determined to get to the bottom if it. He had his suspicions regarding these tales and hoped that exploration of the Jedi Temple on Lothal might provide a clear answer.


“I am interested to hear these legends and learn more about these creatures.”


Ezra had hoped to learn more about the Loth Wolf when he got the chance, there was much he needed to do on Lothal, and when the opportunity presented itself, he would make way for his homeworld. “Perhaps, when the opportunity presents itself, you might wish to join me when I make a trip to Lothal.” The group turned down another hallway, men of the 81st moving to the side, making room for them to pass through.


“I may very well take you up on that offer, for now, we have more pressing concerns.”


“Charros IV.” A vulture droid production facility, one that needed to be shut down for good, least the Separatist keep pumping out more and more droids for their fleets in the area, sending a ping to Hera and Sabine, a message to meet him on the bridge. Minutes passed on in silence as they navigated throughout the Krownest, eventually making their way onto the bridge.


“Admiral, Sabine, Hera.” He came to a stop, Wolffe, Plo and himself gathering around the holotable. “During our last attempt to take Charros IV, they had a considerable number of fighters, the biggest issue will be their dreadnaughts.” Ezra noted, adjusting the projection to account with they knew was in orbit of Charros IV.


Fordia seemed to quickly zero in on the fleet composition, something he picked up quickly. “General, I know the dreadnaughts will be an issue, but I think it best we take out a few of their frigates before concerning ourselves with them.”


“Fordia’s right, by the time we’ve eliminated the threat of the dreadnaughts, we’ll have opened ourselves up to attack from the frigates.” Ezra turned his glance towards Sabine, his wife adjusting the holotable, highlighting the frigates. “We’ll have lost shields on one or two ships or in the worst-case scenario, lost a ship itself in the fight.”


“Is there a way for us to sneak a squadron of bombers in behind enemy lines?” Ezra’s gaze turned to Plo, the Jedi General had his arms crossed, deep in thought, the Kel Dor’s question hung in the air for a brief few moments. “If we can get a single squadron of bombers to eliminate the dreadnaughts propulsion systems while we focus on the frigates, we’ll stand a much higher chance of ensuring a victory with minimal losses to the fleet.”


Ezra raised an eyebrow as Fordia turned her gaze towards Kel Dor. “The only way we’d even be able to get our fighters in behind enemy lines would be to smuggle them in, and even then, it’d take time for them to disembark from the transport and by then, it’d be too late.”


He allowed himself to smile as he recalled a tactic Thrawn had taught him as they prepared for a skirmish with Grysk forces above Vouter. “Hera, I want you and your pilots in bombers ready to launch the moment we arrive.” He allowed his gaze to fall on Fordia, he could see her eyes of intriguement, he had started to teach her several tactics and strategies Thrawn had taught him. “We’ll have to transfer Huntress squadron over to one of the transports for this work.”


“General mind explaining what crazy tactic you have planned for us today?”


Ezra’s smile grew as he adjusted the holoprojection, an image of the Krownest and one of the Acclamators forming before them. “When Huntress squadron deploys from the transport, they’ll power down, floating dead in space, invisible to all sensors. We’ll use the tractor beams to catapult them behind enemy lines.”


The image adjusted as he explained, visualising the tactic to all. “We’ll then engage the Separatist fleet, drawing their attention onto us, the moment that happens, Hera and her pilots will power up, flanking them from behind, eliminating the dreadnaught propulsion systems before moving in on the frigates.” It worked well against the Grysk, he hoped it worked well against the Separatists.


“A risky tactic, are you sure Commander Jarrus and her pilots can pull it off?”


Ezra turned, his gaze falling upon Plo Koon. “Huntress Squadron are best pilots in the fleet, if anyone can pull this off, its them.” He replied, shifting his view towards Fordia. “Admiral, I want tractor control ready and waiting, we’ll only have a short window to pull this off before the Separatist fleet deploy their forces in mass, our timing will have to be critical and on point.”


“Understood, General, I’ll get on it right away.” Watching Fordia make her way onto the bridge, he turned his attention to Plo Koon, Wolffe and Sabine. Hera had already taken her leave, headed to brief her pilots on the mission they were about to undertake.


“With the matter of the blockade dealt with, we will require a staging ground once we’re on the surface, Generals.” Wolffe’s statement echoed around the room, Ezra frowned as he pondered the ground battle outcome.


He turned, his gaze falling upon his wife, this was a matter for her to discuss, she’d studied the ground, and he’d left her to identify the best points for landing. “Sabine, you’ve studied the layout of the land, did you identify any potential landing sights?”


The holoprojector was adjusted, the image shifting as the shape of Charros IV formed before them. “I’ve identified two potential landing sights, here, in the southern hemisphere.” A red pin appeared upon the sight, marking the first of two sights. “And here.” Another red pin formed in the northern hemisphere. “Both sights are an equal distance from the main factory.”


“If we are to take the planet, we’ll need to take control of the capital city.” Ezra nodded in agreement with Plo Koon’s statement, Charros IV wouldn’t stay under their control if they didn’t take the capital. Destruction of the main factory wouldn’t do them any good.


“If you take the Wolfpack and secure the capital, Sabine and I can split our forces in half, performing a pincer attack on the factory. I can have Krownest Group provide support for your attack on the capital.” Ezra leaned on the holotable slightly, his gaze focused on the image before them.


The plan had holes, but those were the points where they adapted the plan of attack, he knew better then most that the first plan never survived first contact, especially on the ground where they’d no doubt be facing local resistance alongside the local droid garrison.


22 BBY: Charros IV, Mid Rim


The Neimoidian twisted his head from where he sat, the Providence dreadnaught, Taxation, sat comfortable at the back of the fleet, beside it, the sister ship sat. The Republic’s last attempt to take the planet had been foolish, the blockade was strong and with the factories on the surface dispatching additional vulture droids to reinforce them, well, he had little doubt anyone could make it through the blockade.


“Sir, we’re detecting several Republic ships entering the system.”


The grey skinned figure lifted his head, eyes narrowed as the Seventh Fleet, backed by two Venators from Plo Koon’s forces dropped from hyperspace, all in all, it was a large fleet, but he had something in store for them. “It appears the last Republic fleet has returned and in greater numbers, a shame they won’t be expecting what I have in store for them.”


He rose from his chair, hands clasped tightly behind his back. “Let the Republic make the first move, then we shall respond with our initial strategy.


Ezra stood silently as they entered the system, the Separatist blockade was still there, as he expected it to be. “Hera.” He paused, his gaze focused upon the dreadnaughts ahead of them, shield away by the small frigate fleet. “Launch.”


“Huntress squadron has launched.” The silence reigned for a brief few seconds, the command crew’s waited. “We’re going dark and ready for the next phase.”


 He smiled, glancing down at the control pits. “Tractor control, mark targets and prepare for slingshot maneuver.” His gaze shifted, the droid fleet was silent, he suspected the enemy commander was waiting for them to make the first move.


“Targets locked, awaiting orders.”


He glanced at Fordia, Plo Koon was silent, standing alongside Wolffe and Sabine. “Initiate maneuver.” The bridge fell silent as tractor control got to work, silence reigned on as they waited for the report.


“Targets away, General.”


Ezra reached out in the Force, observing Huntress squadron drift further out. “Admiral.” He turned, stepping back and giving Fordia room to operate. “The bridge is all yours.” There was no sign of enemy fire or fighters moving to intercept their invisible fighters.


“I want fighters deployed and ships moving into attack range.” Affirmatives rang out as the bridge became a hive of activity once more. Ezra moved, retreating further back, joining the others as they observed the fight themselves. “Port batteries, rotate 45 degrees and fire at that frigate, starboard batteries, focus fire on the nearest frigate.”


Ezra kept his attention focus on Huntress Squadron, the fighters were drifting further past the Separatist forces, sneaking right under their nose. It was only a matter of seconds before they were in position. “Enemy fighters in bound.”


“All squadrons, repel enemy ships, I don’t any of them getting through.”


Any moment now and he’d give the order, the order that’ll secure their victory. The Force rang out, it offered no insight, no warning of anything going wrong. “Hera, commence your attack run.”


“Huntress Squadron, power up, we’re going in.”


The Neimoidian smiled as the Republic fleet made their attack, their fighters swarming from their carriers. Swiftly, he returned to his command chair, eyes narrowed as he observed the larger Republic capital ships come to complete halt, firing away at his frigates.


“Deploy our fighters and order our forward defences to open fire on the closet Republic ship.” He paused, thoughts processing as he took in the Republic fleet. “Get me a readout on their command ship.” His hoarse voice ringed out.


From where the Taxation sat, they wouldn’t be able to get a clean shot off, not without moving first. “Sir, readouts are coming on the enemy command ship are coming in.” He shifted his gaze to the holoprojection fizzling to life before him. A datapad was held to him, taking the pad in hand, he read the first lines of information they on the Krownest.


“Ah, Jedi General Ezra Shan’s flagship, we face a formidable foe.” He shifted his gaze to the Republic forces, their ships were engaged, their attention focused on his frigates. “Prepare to move into attack range, perhaps we shall see this force retreat as well.”


The ship lurched, shifting as it began to move. “Sir, we’ve been outflanked.”


His mind raced, how did the Republic managed to get ships through the blockade. He shifted as the Taxation shock violently, alerts flashed to life on the screens, outside, he saw the engine systems of the other dreadnaught go up in flames, the ship coming to a complete halt. “Damage report?”


One of the droids turned, the blue markings shined as it spoke. “Our engines are gone sir, we’re not going anywhere.”


He threw the datapad to the side, anger burned in his veins as he eyed the enemy fleet. “It is clear this Jedi has a few tricks to use.” He allowed a sinister grin to form as he narrowed his gaze. “If he wishes to play dirty, then so shall we. Alert our little surprise to being their attack.” He leaned back in his chair as Huntress Squadron flew past, initiating their attack run on the frigate fleet.


“Admiral, we’ve got Separatist ships inbound.” Fordia twisted, her gaze focused on the expanse of space above them, around twelve ships dropped from hyperspace, around eight Dreadnaught heavy cruisers escorted four Recusant light destroyers, all of which began to shower the Phalanx and the vessels around it with turbolaser fire.


“Inform the Elysium and Valkyrie to provide fire support and prep proton torpedo bays for fire. Our primary target is the frigate 45 degrees off our port side.” She shifted her attention towards the battle at hand, the firepower currently being fielded by the enemy fleet outmatched theirs, at least, in terms of capital ship firepower. When it came to fighters, they had a slight advantage.


“Proton torpedo bays ready to fire, angling towards target.” Fordia waited, watching the battle unfold before her. “We’re ready to fire.”


“Take that ship out of the fight.” She ordered, watching with satisfaction as a series of proton torpedos were launched, the missiles soaring straight towards their target. She saw the frigate notice the oncoming danger and start to move, by now though, it was too late as a series of explosions ripped the frigate to shreds.


“Admiral, Phalanx has lost shields.”


She cursed, turning swiftly to see the explosions tearing the Phalanx apart, the fire support provide by the Elysium and Valkyrie did little to prevent the fate currently befalling the Venator. She watched as the ship crumbled apart, pieces flying out. Smaller explosions dotted around the ship, no doubt the corvettes stationed around the ship going up in flames.


“Get me Huntress Squadron immediately.” She saw the Separatist forces redirect their attention towards the Valkyrie, the Venator was instantly caught under a haze of red turbolaser fire.


“Admiral, this is Huntress Squadron, what’s the situation?”


Fordia narrowed her gaze, she could feel Ezra’s gaze on her back, she was completely ready to step aside and let him take full control of the situation, force knows she’d like him to. Alas, he remined where he was, standing alongside General Plo. “Commander Jarrus, I need you to redirect your efforts on the Separatist reinforments before we lose more ships. I’ll dispatch Red Squadron to provide cover fire.”


“We’re on it, Admiral.”


The call closed, two squadrons of fighters moved, departing from the primary fighter fight. “Inform the Valkyrie to strengthen their shields. I want the Duchess to move in and help the Elysium. Redirect our attention to the remining frigates.”


The Neimoidian smirked as he watched a small section of the Republic fleet burn, the loss of ships would weaken their efforts, reducing their firepower by a considerable amount. He looked forward to his victory against this Jedi. “Sir, you have an incoming transmission from Admiral Trench.”


His eyes went wide in surprise, body going stiff at the mention of the Harch admiral. He knew the Harch were a tough species, difficult to kill, though he doubted the admiral had survived his battle on Christophsis. It was clear he had, and he was now getting in contact with him. “Put him through.”


The Harch admiral fizzled to life, new mechanical implants and limbs replaced what he had lost over Christophsis. “Admiral Trench, I am surprised by your survival, we had feared your tactical mind was lost to us on Christophsis.”


“Captain Yers Pothi, tales of my death were greatly exaggerated.” The Harch admiral brought a hand along his chelicerae, clicking as he paused in his speech. “I understand you are currently engaged in battle with Ezra Shan.”


Yers Pothi nodded, it was rumoured that Ezra Shan had been the one to finally break the blockade over Christophsis after Anakin Skywalker failed twice. “Yes, I do not see why many consider him to be a formidable foe, I have already begun to pick apart his fleet and soon, victory will be in my grasp.”


Trench remined silent, the holographic image flickered slightly as the Harch narrowed his eyes in thought, Yers’ watched in silence, wondering just what it was Trench was thinking. “Do not underestimate this Jedi, your arrogance will be your greatest enemy, just as it was mine over Christophsis.”


Yers laughed in amusement, he wasn’t arrogant, he knew when he would be victorious or when he would be defeated, this battle was the former, a victory in his hands, the great Ezra Shan would fall before his tactics. “I am already winning this battle, what is there that this Jedi can do to tip the scales in his favour?”


“I warn you, he will do the unexpected, and leave you humiliated.” The call ended, Yers huffed in annoyance, who was Trench to suggest that he could be defeated, this battle was his, Charros IV will forever remind under his protection. “Are the Republic ships in range of our cannons?”


“No sir, they appear to be sitting outside our range.”


He snarled a few words under his breath, the Republic had the advantage at first, but his little surprise had turned the tide in his favour, by the end, he’ll be able to present Count Dooku with the defeated and humiliated Ezra Shan. Perhaps that will earn him a promotion, one he felt was long overdue.


Fordia wished they’d known about the reinforcement fleet prior to their assault, if they’d have been able to factor in another fleet, one fully prepped for combat, they might’ve been able to prevent the losses they’d suffered so far. Her gaze rested on the reinforcement fleet, one of the heavy cruiser had gone up in flames, falling apart following an attack run by Huntress Squadron, another was being torn to shreds by the combined firepower of the Duchess and Elysium.


The Recusant’s were still pouring their firepower into the Valkyrie, the last report she’d received stated the Venators’ shields to be at 25 percent, they were taking damage, but nothing as severe as they’d have no doubt received should they lose their shields. As for the original blockade, the final few frigates were taking damage, the onslaught of turbolaser fire from their Venators and the damage dealt to them by the bombing runs done by Huntress Squadron were taking their toll.


She estimated that the blockade would be broken in just under an hour, given the enemy command didn’t have anymore surprised up his sleeve. “Admiral, the Valkyrie is taking heavy hull damage, combat efficiency is down to less then 60 percent.” She sighed, the Valkyrie was close to losing its shields completely.


“Realign and prepare to fire another around of proton torpedoes, lets see what damage we can do to their reinforcement fleet.” She received an affirmative from the control pits. “When you have targets, fire.”


She waited patiently, watching the view change as the Krownest navigated to a new attack vector, her gaze focused as flashes of light raced across the void of space, the explosions tearing apart ships as weapons found their target. She watched, a series of torpedoes launched towards the reinforcement fleet.


It was glorious, watching the enemy vessels go up in flames, she allowed a smile to form upon her lips, if only briefly before it vanished, replaced by a neutral expression. “Fire again.” She was enjoying this, for a few moments, she’d been worried that they’d be met with failure again and would have to return with a larger force.


She was glad the battle had gone south that far, the reinforcement fleet wasn’t comprised of the toughest shups the Separatists had available, it seemed the fleet was meant to the bring about a quick victory, a shame it would never live on to see its purpose fulfilled. “All batteries, tear them apart.”


Explosions ripped the reinforcement fleet apart, its firepower dropping by the second, shields giving out under the onslaught of firepower being brought down upon it. Within a matter of minutes, the last of the Recusants was falling apart and the heavy cruisers attempting to limp away, only for Huntress Squadron to fly in over them, tearing them apart with their payload of bombs.


“What’s the status of the initial blockade fleet?” She questioned, turning her attention towards the control pits.


“The last of the frigates are falling apart as we speak, Admiral.”


All that left were to the two dreadnaughts, the Providences. “Navigate to attack position and bring prepare to unleash everything we have upon them.”


Yers blinked as the Taxation rocked, his gaze moving towards the battlefield, or the lack of one, before him. His victory had been assured, he was going to beat Ezra Shan, he was going to have his victory, so how did they best his forces? He had superior firepower, he had the advantage.


He growled as he glanced at his droids. “Fire, fire everything we have!” He screamed, his rage boiled, his veins on fire as he growled, fists clenched in anger. What power had taken his victory from him? What fool had failed to follow their orders to the letters?


“Sir, our shields are failing.”


“Hull damages on the lower decks.”


“Fires are spreading in the hangars and observation tower.”


“Power systems are failing.”


His anger knew no bounds at this moment, he realised now, that his victory had been compromised, perhaps it was Dooku, or Trench, that had interfered, that had disrupted and brought about his defeat, perhaps another captain wanted what was rightfully his. Whatever the case, his anger seethed from him, he would have his victory, no matter what.


“The ship is falling apart, weapon systems have failed.”


In his last moments, Yers cursed Trench for compromising his assured victory, the flames engulfing him.


The hangar bay was a hive of activity as Plo Koon moved, Wolffe by his side, men from the Phoenix Battalion mobilised, boarding LAAT’s set for the ground, further ahead of him, a single LAAT sat out from the rest, four clones stood, awaiting his arrival. As they neared the LAAT, the four clones weren’t typical clones or ARC troopers, but commandos.


“General, RC-2501, Captian Flak, reporting for duty, and these my boys.” The lead commando spoke, his armour bore green paint, a scan of his face showed a scar cutting down over his left eye, cutting through the eyebrow. Beside him, a commando in orange armour stood to attention.


“RC-3860, Fixit, reporting in.” He bore no damage to his face, yet the supplies he’d been packing into his pack were medical related, no doubt the groups medic.


Leaning against the LAAT, a commando with blue markings stood, Plo felt his gaze, no doubt studying him and Wolffe. “RC-1125, Dropshot, reporting for duty.” He sounded cold, somewhat cranky, clearly wanting to get in on the action.


The final commando bore red markings, his left eye was replaced by a metal sheet, the explosive around his feet a clear indication of his expertise. “RC-4937, Countdown, reporting for duty.” The command threw a thermal detonator into the air, catching it in his hand before repeating the action.


“I take it you are Krownest Group?” The Kel Dor questioned, his gaze sweeping all four commandos once more, taking note of the way they looked at one another. He’d read reports regarding other commando units, Delta Squad in particular, he was curious as to whether or not all commandos were as good as them.


Flak nodded, DC 17m flung over his shoulder. “Yes General, we’re Krownest Group, best of the best in the 81st assault corps.” Pride was clear in the way he stood, yet his gaze said otherwise. Plo guessed he was observing him and Wolffe, perhaps factoring them into any potential battle strategies or tactics.


“Well, Captian, I believe it was best if we got underway.” Stepping onto the LAAT, he watched the four commandos follow his lead, helmets held under arm. The blast shields closed, the gunship rocking ever so slightly as they took flight.


“General Plo, the 81st are ready to commence the assault.”


The Kel Dor brought his comm forth, exchanging a look with Wolffe revealed that the pack were indeed ready for the attack. “My men and I are ready to commence the assault, Command Shan, your husband merely needs to give the word and we’ll be underway.” Ezra was in charge of the Charros IV campaign, and additional support from Aalya Secure, Kit Fisto and a few other Jedi were enroute to help capture the planet completely. For now, they would have to make do with their current resources.


“Master Plo, you may begin your assault. Admiral, move the fleet into a blockade and be on alert for enemy movement.”


The chance that the Separatists would let one of their vulture droid production planets without any resistance, Fordia had brought that much up once they’d finished off the Separatist defence fleet. The flight passed on in relative silence, the only sounds around emanated from the LAAT itself.


The sound of gunfire soon echoed outside, the gunship rocked violently. “General, oncoming fire’s too hot, we can’t get you close to the city.”


Plo turned, his gaze falling upon Flak and his men. “Captain, I need your squad to move inside and take control of those guns, we cannot take the city with them focused on us.” He watched Flak nod, helmet sliding into place as his squad prepped themselves for their task.


Flak leapt from the LAAT, his gaze turned away from the current battlefield ahead of them. This location was as close to the city as the gunship could get without being detected, they’d have to traverse the rest on foot. He scanned the surrounding area, taking note of the terrain.


The city was built alongside a mountain range, giving it a natural defensive wall, that also meant they had small rocky outcroppings to cover their approach. The fields where the Wolfpack were currently located were open, with little space to hide. He held his hand high his squad silent as they ducked down behind cover, the ground was cracked, a clear sign that there hadn’t been any rain recently.


“Dropshot, keep an eye on our backs, Countdown, prep your explosives, I have a feeling we might need them.” He paused, sweeping the area once more, there wasn’t much room to move out here if a firefight broke out, the rocky outcroppings were big enough to prevent maneuvering room. “Fixit, help Dropshot in keeping an eye out. Krownest Group, move out.”


Silently, he moved, from one rocky outcropping to another, each time, stopping to take a look at their surroundings, their mission was a vital one, General Plo was depending on their success. The gate into the city from their side appeared to be rarely used, though that didn’t stop the Separatists from having a heavy guard presence, they no doubt expected the Republic to launch an attack on the capital.


The patrols weren’t too much, a few B1’s with a rare few having one or two B2’s. He held his hand, his men falling into place alongside him. “What’s the plan, we going in weapons blazing or are going in quietly?” Fixit questioned, peeking over the rocky outcrop they hid behind.


Flak pondered his options, there were several tactical maneuvers he could employ to get them inside the capital, some of them were loud, others silent. If they went in loud, the enemy would be alerted to their presence immediately, if they went in silently, they presence would be know the moment a deactivated patrol was found.


There was also a high chance the natives wouldn’t be helpful either, considering they produced vulture droids for the Separatist’s, no, they needed to go in silently, the gate wasn’t the best option either. Scaling the wall however, that was an option.


“We’ll scale the wall, go in silently, don’t want the enemy to know of our presence until their defence array’s done for good.” He checked his blaster, the ascension cable was attached and ready to go. “Limit explosives to EMP devices only, Countdown.”


He knew Countdown had rolled his eye in amusement, the man was deadest on calling the Separatists the tyrannical regime, a name he found rather amusing considering just how corrupt and tyrannical others could be. “Take point at that section there, we’ll ascend the wall there and move on through the backstreets, avoid the locals at all costs.” He turned his gaze towards Fixit, he didn’t need the medic to compromise their mission in favour of treating any of the native Xi Charrian’s.


The group moved with speed, ducking down when a droid patrol passed by. Within minutes, they’d reached an empty, out of sight section of the wall. Leaning against the wall, Flak glanced up, the wall’s edge appeared to be built like a battlements, the gaps should give them enough room to hook they cables securely.


Taking aim, he gave a small nod to his men, the cable was fired and the process of ascending the wall had begun. It was tedious, but it wasn’t anything they hadn’t down before. Reaching the top, Flak checked the long path along the battlements for any droids. Positive the path was clear, he climbed over, turning around to help his men climb over.


He held his hand up, scanning the streets of the capital, layed out, he took note of the droid patrols, the further in he looked, he saw defensive blockades and checkpoints, some backed by an AAT while others weren’t. The backstreets also hosted a few patrols, though they were small enough they wouldn’t be an issue.


Bringing his hand down, he moved, taking the lead as he navigated the backstreets, it was strange, seeing them largely empty, he was expecting the trip to be difficult, to have several of the natives blocking their path or eyeing them with a cautious or distrusting gaze.


It was clear that the droid armies were enforcing a harsh law, or perhaps they weren’t willing to see any of their workforce harmed, after all, the natives believed in creating the perfect machines, a fact the enemy seemed to be abusing quite heavily.


He came to a sudden halt, ducking into an alleyway with his squad not far behind. Bringing up his holoprojector, he watched the image of the city flash to life. “From our data, the enemies defence command is located here, close to the Xi Charrian royal palace. We should be around here.” Two red dots formed on the map, one close to the mountain side, another closer to the wall.


“The droids will have reinforced the area so we can expect heavy resistance. Keep an eye out for the enemy, silence any droid you come across and keep out of sight of the locals, we have no way of knowing where their loyalties may lie.” Pocketing away the device, he turned his attention back towards the streets, the faint sound of metallic clanking echoed down the streets, growing louder by the second, it was time to vanish further down the alleyway.


Time passed as Flak took note of the buildings architecture, it was all blurring together that everything jut seemed the same, the only things standing out were the Separatist built structures, of which the defence command hub stuck out.


It was getting difficult to avoid the enemy patrols, the further into the city they travelled, the chances they’d be discovered grew, it was a marvel they’d made this far into the city to begin with, he assumed it was due to the notice the droids seemed to be keeping the natives indoors and out of sight.


He came to a stop, peaking around the next corner. The defence command hub wasn’t far from them now, but the enemy had fortified the place well, while the place lacked any defensive turrets, the two AAT’s and the vast troop of droids would make it difficult to get through. “What’s it look like sir?” Dropshot questioned.


Flak shook his head. “Not good, we’ve got two tanks and large droid force. Good news is that they don’t have any defensive turrets.” He paused, tightening his grasp on his blaster, he’d memorised every tactical maneuver he’d created for missions, even listed them on a datapad aboard the Krownest. He cracked a smirk as he turned his head slightly. “Krownest Group, attack maneuver 7.”


The tactical maneuver was an aggressive one, Dropshot would take a sniping position while the rest of them charged, headfirst into the enemy. “You know the drill, take out those tanks swiftly and the rest will fall like dominos.” He turned, raising his blaster as he counted down the seconds. He saw Countdown, adjust his weapon, the anti-armour attachment swiftly attached and loaded.


He moved, Countdown and Fixit following his move. Racing out onto the street, he fired several shots, droids falling as he ducked behind cover. A shot rang out in the air, another droid falling to their assault. He could hear the rumbling of droids moving, the sound of an AAT moving to begin its assault.


He sent a nod towards Countdown, the red marked commando moved fast, falling a single knee as he took aim. He leapt over his cover, laying down cover fire for his brother. An explosion the ground, knocking several droids aside as one of the AAT’s fell apart. More droids moved in, each firing away at him and the others.


He rolled to the side, firing another volley into the enemy ranks, the droids were numerous, but their attack was thinking their ranks quickly. Another explosion rocked the area as the second AAT went up in flames, the droids were moving in greater number now, attempting to overwhelm with large numbers.


He held his hand high, pointing towards the single entrance. He gestured to Countdown, the commando having switched back to the base DC 17m. “Move it, we’ll cover you.” Flak moved, falling in behind his brother. From the corner of his eye, he saw Fixit making his way over to them, another shot firing out form above in the process.


Nearing the door, the commando dived over one of the many fortifications the droids had abandoned in favour of swarming them with numbers. He was soon joined by Fixit, the two of them popping up to fire several shots off into the droid mass before them. “Get that door open, Countdown.” He cried, ducking down as a shot came in overhead.


“Charge is planted, take cover.”


He didn’t need to be told twice, leaping back over the fortification, he quickly gunned down another row of droids, their ranks were largely thinned out now, the stragglers slowly being picked off by Dropshot. “Blow the door!”


“With pleasure.”


An explosion rocked the area as the door was blown in. Emerging from the smouldering ruins of the door, a squad of droids moved, blasters firing away at them. Flak narrowed his gaze, firing away into the group of droids. The B1’s fell apart with ease, the B2’s accompanying them took a few extra rounds to down. “Krownest Group, regroup at the door, it’s time to take this sucker down.”


Flak took this moment of silence to gaze around the area, deactivated droids littered the ground while the remains of the two AAT’s sat, fire licking the air around them. Close to a minute or two later, Dropshot had regrouped with him and the others. “Be on the lookout for droid patrols, they know we’re here now, and they’ll be defending this place closely.”


His men nodded, following his lead as they entered, the lights were tinted red, alarms blaring loudly as they proceeded. Hallway after hallway they traversed, alert for the enemy. Flak came to a stop, holding his hand in the air. “Something’s not right.”


The door behind them closed, he moved, taking cover in one of the many notches in the hallway, the rest of the squad following his lead. He peaked his head out from his cover, a faint sound echoed further along the hallway, it was quiet, far to quiet for it be any regular droid. Rounding the corner, four BX series commando droids marched, each on alert for the intruders.


He turned, ordering his squad through hand signals, they waited for the droid unit to move closer. “There is no sign of the clones, perhaps they moved on.” Flak sent a nod to his men, leaping for their cover, they fired a volley of shots. One of the commando droids fell under the barrage, the other fell back slightly, each of them taking cover.


“Reinforced armour plating, their tougher then the B2’s.” Fixit cried, Flak noticed that as well, most of their initial volley had been concentrated on one of the four droids.


“Seems the enemy have more advanced droids at their disposal.” Flak replied, firing another volley towards the droids. “We’ll be lucky if they don’t replace the entire droid army with these guys.” He noticed Countdown drawing a detonator from his pack.


The device was hurled through the air, the resulting explosion taking out another droid. The remaining two began to retreat further back, laying down suppressive fire. Flak was having none of it. “Dropshot, take them down.”


The blue marked commando nodded, attaching the sniper attachment quickly before taking aim. Two rapid shots to the head and both droids were down for the count. “We’ll have to report this to the General, if the droids have these at their disposal, we’ll be in trouble.” Flak nodded in agreement with Dropshots statement as they gathered around the fallen commandos.


“Come on, the command centre shouldn’t be far now.” Taking the lead once more. The trip was down in silence, no one spoke as they moved further into the base. As they neared another door, Flak took notice of its closed doors. “Krownest Group, prep for breaching maneuver.” He moved, taking position along the door, Dropshot and Fixit following his movements.


Countdown quickly set to work, rigging the door to blow. 30 seconds later, Countdown took up guard alongside Dropshot. Flak sent a nod in the red marked commandos’ direction. Smoke blew out as the door was blown down.


The droids inside didn’t stand much of a chance, it seemed the four commando droids they had sent their way was all they had within the building, he suspected the royal palace may hide more of them, but that wasn’t their goal.


Control stations were scattered about the room, the droids once manning them now deactivated on the ground. “Set up the explosive, its time we neutralised this place.” He moved, taking a handful of explosives from Countdown’s pack while Dropshot moved to guard the entrance.


Minutes later, the room was set to blow. Setting the last charge, Flak turned waving his hand towards the door. “Move it boys.” Breaking into run, the group raced down the hallways, twisting and turning as they retraced their steps, all the way throwing thermal detonators along the way. The entrance soon came into sight, the fallen droids before them a sign of their deadly efficiency in combat.


Racing into the streets, they found a lack of droids, save those they’d already taken down, it was clear the enemy had yet to send reinforcements to the defence command hub, perhaps this next move will make them realise that they defences had been comprised. “Blow it.”


The resulting explosion ripped apart the building’s insides, flames spewed forth as the structure collapsed in on itself, the entire Separatist defence network for the city was out. “General Plo, this is Flak, the enemy defence network is down, you can begin your attack.”


“Excellent work, we shall begin our assault at once.”


22 BBY: Coruscant, Core Worlds


Palpatine stared out over the vast cityscape of Coruscant, his eyes glued to the Jedi Temple, the recent reports had just come in, as he expected, Ezra Shan’s campaign in taking Charros IV was a complete success. Despite the losses, he was proving to be a sound commander in military matters. Manipulating him was proving difficult though, his steadfast believes were difficult to twist, turning him against the Jedi would be a long process.


If his plan succeeded, and Anakin Skywalker took his place at his side, then Ezra Shan would be useless. But he never did anything without reason, if he was able to turn and bring them both under his rule. With Anakin Skywalker’s strength in the Force and Ezra Shan’s knowledge in military matters, his rule would be unopposed, none would dare rise against him.


Yet, there was something off about Ezra Shan, there was something bigger at play, he had gone over everything he knew about the Force, everything he could to figure out what made him special, to figure out what tied him to the Chosen One. Palpatine wasn’t fool, if Ezra could not be turned, he would become a major threat, and a threat had to be dealt with.


A failsafe had to be installed, a way to eliminate him quickly was needed. He could try to manipulate one of his allies, his wife or Commander Jarrus, but he’d notice that something was wrong quickly, no, this needed to be done subtly, below his notice.


He’d figure that particular issue out at a later date, for now, he needed to figure out how to manipulate Ezra Shan. Using the council’s decision against him would be a start, attempting to play the Jedi’s acts of negation and peaceful resolve to a situation over violence would be another place to start.


He needed to test Ezra’s abilities greatly as well, his tactical knowledge needed to be explored, his knowledge of the Force and combat prowess as well. Yes, he knew what needed to happen, how it needed to happen as well.


“Lord Tyranus.” He spoke, eyes narrowed as Dooku appeared before him, the blue image shifting as it adjusted itself.


“What is it, my master?”


“We must begin pushing Ezra Shan’s limits, test him so that we know what must be improved. Use whatever means you deem necessary. Only remember, Ezra Shan lives for as long as I will it.” Yes, that would be best, Ezra would never know it, but his life was in his hands, he would decide when he died.


“It will be done.”


22 BBY: The Krownest, Mid Rim


Ezra kneeled silently, alone within his quarters, the holocron before him hovered quietly, the cube shape reminiscent of so many Jedi built holocrons. Closing his eyes, he reached out in the force, the light side surrounding the holocron with great bursts. Slowly, he felt the holocron shift, unlocking as each piece moved.


Opening his eyes, a small ghost like image formed, Bastila Shan’s form stood tall, her mind called out from the living force, her spirit only able to form around the holocron itself. It wasn’t true immortality, for one day, she would leave into the Cosmic Force, the same was true of Revan. Ezra knew that one day, he would also be tied to his holocron, when he got around to constructing it.


“Hello Ezra Bridger, it has been a while since you called upon my wisdom and teachings.” Bastila’s spoke quietly, she was well aware of his time travel, if fact, her words confirmed that her spirit, and mostly that of Revan’s had also been drawn back in time with the holocrons.


“I need guidance, knowledge.” He needed to know why he was tied to Anakin’s destiny, in what way would he aid the Chosen One. “I need to know why the Force has done this. Why send us back in time?”


Bastila remained silent, Ezra could feel her watching closely, no doubt pondering what she could reveal and what she couldn’t, if she knew anything about his situation either. “You are touched by the Force, the three of you have been touched, a guide to future generations, to teach the next iteration of the Jedi Order.”


The Force had already told him that, it had whispered those words to him in meditation with Yoda, yet there was more, more the Force wasn’t telling him. A destiny that currently unclear. “I need more knowledge, what the Force has told him isn’t enough.”


His ancestor sighed, her head lowering ever so slightly. “Your destiny will, in time, be revealed. Know this though, your connection, your strength in the Force is no accident or genetic event. The Force has always had a greater plan for you.” Her strength in the light flowed strongly, warm and bright in a sea of darkness.


“You will face a trial on Mortis, a trial that will test your trust in the Force. The Father will explain all you seek to know, but not until the time is right.”


Ezra wanted more, he needed to know just what it was that the Force had planned for him, yet the fact that he would one day step foot on Mortis was unreal, he didn’t believe it, but he knew better than most that the Force did what it did with reason. “I understand.”


“You still question why the Jedi admitted you onto the high council?” Ezra nodded, he was still puzzled by that choice of theirs, they were very steadfast in their ways, traditionalists in every sense of the word. Yet they allowed him, a married man who had touched the dark side of the Force onto the Council, into the Order itself.


“The Force has always worked to ensure you lived a life of trials, a life of lessons. It was through the Force you were admitted.” That made more sense then anything else he’d heard, Yoda’s explanation was satisfying for the time being, Bastila’s revelation made more sense.


“I know you wish to know more, to understand just what is planned for you.” Bastila gaze hod moved, watching him closely. “I would wish to understand if I were in your position as well.” Her warmth in the Force was comforting, motherly in a way he had never felt.


“We will always be watching you, Ezra Bridger, your journey will be long, but you will walk the grey line, never giving into either the light or dark. One day, you will learn a power known too so very few.” Bastila smiled, as she started to fade. “For Qui-Gon will one day teach you to transcend your spirit to a physical form, unbound by the restraints of a holocron like myself or Revan. Until next time, Ezra Bridger.”


Ezra smiled slightly, the holocron closing up as Bastila’s form faded, leaving him with more questions than answers. He needed to meditate on this information, clear his mind and figure out where they went from here. The Grysk were out there, watching them all, attempting to determine who the bigger threat was.


With his silence, he took this time to remember those who’d been left in the future, a future that had long ceased to exist. Vah’nya, his faithful second in command during the days in the Empire of Hand, who had helped him hone his precognition abilities, Ahsoka, who helped teach him to let go.


Kanan for offering him a way to be someone bigger, Zeb and Chopper, who had showed him how to find fun with others. Rex for helping him understand the life of a soldier, Leia, who taught him that sometimes, because you can fight, you can, if only to help those who cannot fight themselves.


Thrawn, who had taught him much in tactics and strategy, who had taught him to see the bigger picture, Eli, who had helped him, and Sabine adjust to the Chiss. Each of them had taught him something, each of them had left a mark on him.


All was as the Force willed it, and follow the will of the Force, he would.
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22 BBY: The Resolute, The Outer Rim


Ezra held his datapad in hand, going over several reports filed by the council, his interest focused on any reports regarding nitrogen, and most importantly, anything happening around or near Lothal. So far, everything had been the usual, Ryloth was still under Separatist occupation and Mimban was under siege.


A few minor things regarding the training of Jedi and a few personal things Yoda had sought out for him on his behalf. Mostly stuff he found on the Cult of Balance and holocron construction, most notably, the locations of kyber crystals that weren’t Ilum. The doors to the bridge opened up, drawing his attention to Obi-Wan’s arrival, the Jedi Master making his way off the bridge towards the holotable where Anakin stood, observing something, he hadn’t paid much attention to it, mostly focused on his own search. “Still here, Anakin?” Ezra shook his head, Anakin had been at that holotable when he came up to the Bridge, and it seemed he wasn’t going to be leaving anytime soon. “When was the last time you slept?”


That was a question you never asked Anakin if you wanted an honest answer, much like asking him for a clear answer on matters regarding the Unknown Regions and the secrets of the Force he knew, those few powers he’d learned over the course of a year by his ancestors would be taught to one he felt was worthy of learning those powers. Someone he trusted completely.


“I’ll sleet after we find General Grievous.” The reason the Seventh Fleet had joined up with both Obi-Wan and Anakin’s force, the hunt for General Grievous, the droid general had become rather elusive lately, with his last known sighting somewhere near Balmorra. “Clone intelligence spotted him in the Balmorra system, that was weeks ago. Since then, he vanished.”


He had yet to meet Grievous, though from what Obi-Wan had told them, and what he’d read, the general was brutal, cruel and completely devoted in his own mission to kill any and all Jedi he comes across. “Well, unlike you, maybe he’s getting some much need rest.” Obi-Wan’s response was highly unlikely, the droid general was more likely plotting some destructive, merciless plan to crush another system and kill a few more Jedi.


He saw Yularen move, Fordia by his side. “Excuse me, Generals. Incoming transmission from Commander Cody.” Ezra moved, datapad falling to his side as he came to stand beside the group. Cody’s holographic image flickered to life upon the holotable.


“General Kenobi, General Skywalker, General Shan.”


Ezra nodded as Cody spoke, greeting them all. “Cody, how goes the inspections?” Ezra lifted an eyebrow, this talk of inspections reminding him of something he did once back with the Empire of the Hand.


“The tracking station in Pastil is fully operational. Captain Rex, Commander Shan and I are proceeding to the outpost in the Rishi system.”


Wild space, a system near Kamino, one vital to the protection of the world itself. If he remembered correctly, Sabine had pulled a few strings, getting a clone unit stationed there, he didn’t know much, but this unit was on her watch list. “Good, report back once you’ve arrived.”


“Copy that, Cody out.”


“Good man, that Cody.” He watched Obi-Wan turn to face Anakin, the admirals having left to attend to other matters. “Don’t worry, Anakin. If General Grievous comes anywhere near this quadrant, we’ll know about it.”


He watched the Jedi Master take his leave, all the while, memories of Chanrilles and what he found there flooding his mind.


4 ABY: Chanrilles, Unknown Regions


Ezra watched Vah’nya release the controls of his personal shuttle, the Ghost, the shuttle lurching as it dropped from hyperspace. The shuttle was of Chiss design and offered far greater capabilities then the Imperial Lambda’s did, the cloaking device being the crowning jewel of the vessel.


“Well, here we are.”


Ezra lifted his gaze, the world before them, Chanrilles, was a rocky, almost mountainous, temperate world covered in forests, several minor primitive cavillations occupied the world. The natives kept to themselves for the most part, often watching them from a distance with curious interest.


Ezra flicked several controls, getting comms opened to their outpost below, a forward listening base crucial to their efforts in the area. “Outpost Mira, this is shuttle Ghost coming in for base inspection, please respond.” Typically, a base inspection was carried out by others, usually a lieutenant commander, though the Force had been rather insistent that he inspect this base himself.


“High General, this is Outpost Mira, we weren’t expecting you for another few hours. You’re cleared for landing. Commander Thazuk will be alerted to your arrival.”


Ezra silenced the comms, his gaze flickering to the back, two Deathtroopers stood, their helmets held under arm. The red eyes of a Chiss stared out over the world before them. One of them, Idilra, was sceptical of the Mitth Family, though given he was from the Irizi family, that excused his scepticism. “Idilra, I trust you’ll keep things to yourself this time around?” He questioned.


Idilra turned, smirking as he adjusted his grip on his helmet, his black hair was cut short and his red eyes burned brightly. “Off course, High General, I will keep my thoughts to myself this time around.”


Ezra knew that Idilra would keep his word, he’d become rather loyal to him over the time they’d served together, though when it came to the Mitth and Irizi family rivalry, one could never be sure if those thoughts would remain salient. “Kirenalo, I hope you can help keep Idilra out of trouble during our inspection, and perhaps encourage him not to speak his mind.”


Kirenalo nodded from her place, sliding her helmet into place. “I’ll do my best to keep this one speaking his mind, High General.” Her response was met with a spluttered muttering from Idilra and a faint chuckle originating from Vah’nya and her place in the pilot’s chair.


Shaking his head, Ezra turned his attention elsewhere, the Force was pulling at him, there was something about this planet that called to him, yet a feeling of uncertainty also struck him, the Force was warning him of something. “Vah’nya, take us in.”


22 BBY: Rishi Moon, The Outer Rim


Sabine sat silently within the confines of the shuttle, checking her blasters for the third time this flight, the journey from Pastil to the Rishi Moon had been a long one and, well, she couldn’t deny, the time she’d spent with Rex and Cody had been enlightening. It gave her plenty of room to understand how they both operated, Cody in particular.


“Commander Shan, we’re approaching the Rishi Moon, prepare yourself for another inspection.”


Sabine sighed, this long operation on inspections was tyring, she didn’t completely understood why Ezra never attended another inspection following Chanrilles, they were mundane and lacked any form of action. She looked forward to the next operation they undertook, a lifetime of fighting always left you itching for another fight.


Well, she supposed this trip to the Rishi Moon wouldn’t be completely boring, she’d be able to check up on Domino Squad, and perhaps speak with the Sergeant regarding their time stationed at the outpost. She knew they’d been expecting a frontline assignment, but she felt they needed to experience a little behind the scenes action. Strings had been pulled, and alas, Domino Squad had ended up next door to Kamino on a key position in the sector.


She felt the shuttle touch down, Cody and Rex lowering in from the cockpits, the two of them turned, collecting a pair of DC-15 blaster carbines. She’d hadn’t made use of a carbine herself, preferring her twin WESTAR’s over other ranged weapons. “Well, lets not keep the deck officer and Sergeant waiting.”


Rex nodded, taking the lead, she glanced at Cody, the 7th Sky Corps commander smirking as he slid his helmet into place. “I put Rex in charge of this inspection, figure he could use the responsibility for once.”


She rolled her eyes at that, sliding her helmet into place as she followed the two clones onto the landing platform. Crates were stacked about the place, the deck officer was absent, nowhere to be seen. It was concerning, one of the most important locations in the Outer Rim and they appeared to be sloppy, an issue her fellow officers had no issues voicing aloud.


“This is not good, I Don’t see the deck officer anywhere.”


“These boys are sloppy, there should always be an officer on duty.”


Up ahead, she saw the doors to the outpost open, a clone emerging from the confines of the base. There was something off about the way he walked, the stiff movements were unnatural, inorganic, almost robotic in nature. She felt her hand slip towards her blasters, something strange was going on. “I have a bad feeling about this.” She muttered, loud enough for Cody and Rex to hear.


“Welcome to Rishi, Commander, as you can see, the outpost is operating at peak efficiency.” She narrowed her gaze at that, it was anything but peak efficiency, the lack of a deck officer on duty screamed that allowed the moment they arrived. “Thank you for visiting and have a safe trip back.” The way the clone moved his hands was strange as well, no clone she knew off moved their hands when speaking.


“We need to inspect the base just the same.”


“Everything is fine and fully operational.” The signs were there, this wasn’t a clone, the way he spoke, the way it spoke, attempting to convince them elsewhere, it was wrong. It was a Grysk, she knew how they behaved, they preferred to us others to do their dirty work, and she wasn’t exactly sure what the Grysk would’ve hoped to achieve taking control of a vital outpost in the sector either.


“Take us to the serge want in command.”


“Roger roger.”


Sabine blinked, that wasn’t a response clones used, not unless they were having a friendly chat with their brothers, no, this was most definitely a droid. Her gut screamed at her to take the shot, to gun the disguised droid down where he stood, yet she didn’t. Rex was in charge of the inspection, he wanted to go in, guns blazing, then he’d give the signal. A flare caught her attention, and it seemed it caught the attention of the other two as well.


A shot fired, the disguised droid went down, Cody’s was confused, almost puzzled that Rex would fire upon a clone, if his cry of shock was anything to go by.


“Relax.” Sabine moved, coming to stand alongside Rex as he removed the helmet. “Just as I thought, looks like one of those new commando droids.” The droids Krownest Group had encountered on Charros IV during their mission.


“That flare must have come from the survivors.”


She hoped Domino Squad had survived, all that potential they had would’ve been wasted here if they’d fallen alongside the base. “Didn’t think I be seeing one of those droids up close, not after Krownest Group had a run in with them on Charros IV.”


Blaster fire erupted around them as more commando droids leapt out of hiding. “Ambush!” Drawing her blasters, she fired several rounds into the crates, several of her shots managed to make contact with the enemy. Just as Krownest Group had reported, they did indeed had reinforced armour.


“Those clankers have though armour.”


She moved, taking cover amongst a group of crates alongside her fellow officers, blaster fire going back and forth between them and the droids. “Aim for the head, it’ll take them down in a single shot that way as opposed to a body shot.” With precise aim, one of the many droids fell, their head sparking as they fell to the ground.


“Off the platform!”


“Copy that.”


She turned, eyes wide as a group of explosives were hurled towards their shuttle. Following Rex’s orders to the letter, she leapt fo the edge, jetpack activating as she flew in under the platform, her fellow officers making use of the propulsion cables. Lowering herself ot the ground, she glanced up, Rex and Cody descending to her.


“Well, that sure complicates things, Commander.”


Sabine smirked beneath her helmet, this was the kind of action she was hoping for, though she wished it hadn’t been so close to Kamino.


“No worse than that time on Tibrin.”


“We had Jedi with us on Tibrin, they helped.”


She turned, her gaze falling upon three clones, each walking towards them. She narrowed her gaze, hands upon her blasters tightened slightly. She observed the way they walked, it was natural, organic like in nature. They weren’t droids, that much was certain, but she couldn’t be sure the were clones either.


“Hands above you head, take your helmets off.”


“Sir?”


“Take ‘em off, now!”


She watched the three clones remove their helmets, each of them instantly recognisable, they were Domino Squad, well, what’s left of Domino Squad anyway. A creature moved, roaring at them from behind, she moved hands falling to her blasters, Rex was faster, a shot rung out and the massive eel fell to the ground.


“Nice shot.”


“The name’s Rex., but you’ll call me captain or sir.”


“Sir, yes sir.”


She turned, watching the group closely, she was curious to see how they worked under live fire, in the middle of an active battleground.


“I’m Commander Cody, your new boss.”


She removed her helmet, resting it between her body and arms. “You already know who I am, Domino Squad.” The three instantly stood to attention, saluting her as she come to stand alongside Cody. “Rex, Cody. Let me introduce you to what’s left of domino Squad. Fives, Hevy and Echo.” She smiled, it was comforting to know that at least some of the had survived the initial attack.


“Where’s your Sergeant?”


She frowned, that was a good question, surely this wasn’t all that was left of the bases garrison, off all the clones stationed at the base, there had to be more than just three survivors.


“Dead, sir. We’re all that’s left.”


She closed her eyes, it seemed these new droids weren’t pushovers, it just showed how much of an effort the Separatists would go to in order to get a job done. If these commando droids replaced the commonplace B1 droid, their armies would have trouble gaining any ground in this war.


“Looks like we got ourselves a batch of shinies, Commanders.”


She nodded in agreement, they may have passed their combat training, and ended up on her watchlist, but without any combat experience, they were shiny in everything but training. It wasn’t the nicest term and she never spoke the word allowed.


“Shinies, sir?”


“That’s right, your armour, it’s shiny and new, just like you.”


She moved, raising an eyebrow at Rexs words and actions, the handprint of eel blood on Echo’s chest plate was a sign, she knew they’d end up in the 501st at the end of the day and well, that would put them on the track to becoming ARC Troopers far quicker than any other assignment they’d be given by high command.


“Sir, me and my batchers are trained and ready.”


“We’ll take back our post, Shiny or not.”


“There’s hope for you yet, rookie.”


Sabine smiled, that was the talk she expected from an ARC Trooper, she was going to have to brief Rex about their presence on her watchlist, that was going to make for an interesting conversation with the captain, considering he was one of her ARC Troopers.


4 ABY: Chanrilles, Unknown Regions


Ezra stepped down from the Ghost, the planet’s warm winds slamming into them with great force, the great clouds in the distance were dark and grey, a storm brewing within their depths. The Force swirled with activity ahead, the outpost doors opened, Great Commander Thazuk marched, flanked by a group of stormtroopers.


The Chiss narrowed his blazing red eyes as he approached, the man belonged to the Mitth family, one of Thrawn’s loyalists and largest supporters. “High General, High Commander, welcome to Chanrilles, I trust your journey was a pleasant one?”


“It was a pleasant trip.” Vah’nya responded, stepping to his Ezra’s side, the Jedi allowed his gaze to sweep the landing pad, crates and piles of materials were stacked along the length, each neatly categorised and stored. “Nice to be planet side again though.”


Ezra smiled, the two Chiss Deathtroopers stood at attention behind them, ready to take action if needed. “Great Commander, I see the landing pad is carefully organised, High General Eli would be pleased by your organisational skills.”


Thazuk chuckled as he clasped his hands behind his back. “Off course, we do our best to please you lot in High Command, I can assure you, I’ve made sure this outpost is working at full capacity.” Ezra watched the Chiss turned, waving his stormtrooper escort away. “I’ll be happy to take you throughout the facility for your inspection.”


A tug in the Force pulled at him, it was weak at the moment, but the feeling he’d felt in orbit was stronger than before. “Lead the way, Great Commander.” As Thazuk took the lead, Ezra fell into step with Vah’nya, the chief ozyly-esehembo and his right hand in the Hand starfighter corps moved with swift steps, her gaze taking in the outpost.


“This mixture of Chiss and Imperial architecture is always strange to see.” Her words were spoken with little fear, the starfighter academies and ozyly-esehembo training centres on Caitov were designed with the same architecture, how she found it strange to see the design styles was beyond him. “It seems to change with every construction facility we build.”


Taking another look at the facility, he noted that it did indeed seem different to other facilities they’d built in the past, parts of it seemed to blend in with the surrounding mountains and fauna, a fact in which he suspect was meant to make the facility stand out less, reducing any fear the primitive lifeforms off the world might feel upon seeing the alien structure.


As they stepped inside the outpost, Ezra caught sight of technicians moving down the hallways, stormtroopers patrolled the long corridors of the facility whilst officers made their way to posts, it was a hive of activity. He was glad the constant patrols worked as they did, the outpost was vital to the Hand operations in the area, relaying intelligence back to central command on the Grysk Hegemony and their movements.


It also served a secondary purpose, observing any potential threats and allies to the Empire of the Hand. The group moved further into the outpost, passing by several chambers, a food court, loading bays and storge rooms before coming to a turbolift.


“This turbolift will take us to the command centre, High General. I’m sure you’ll want to begin your inspection their and work your way through to the lower levels.”


Ezra nodded as Thazuk entered the lift first, followed by Vah’nya, the two Deathtroopers and himself. “Great Commander, what do you know of the planet?” The call of the Force was stronger now then it was before, it felt ancient, older than anything he’d felt before, older then the temple on Lothal.


“The native life is primitive, making their homes out of whatever materiel they have on hand, though they do keep their distance from our patrols.” Thazuk lifted his gaze, the blazing red eyes focused on the Ezra himself. “Scouts have located several ancient structures, from what I’ve seen on the holos they’ve sent back, they don’t appear to have been constructed by the natives, their architecture bares resemblance to ancient Chiss architecture.”


That drew the attention of the others, the two Deathtroopers tilted their heads while Vah’nya turned her gaze. Ezra himself was curious as to what these structures were for. “Have you had any success in figuring out what they were built for?” The chief navigator questioned, eyebrow raised in interest.


“No, High Commander, we have no idea what they were built for. My best bet is that it was some lost colony, but I haven’t found anything in the historical records that even suggest the Chiss had colonised the world, let alone stepped foot here before.”


Ezra hummed in acknowledgement, the lift coming to a sudden halt. “I’d like to visit these ruins.”


“I’d be happy to provide transport, High General.”


The command centre was silent for the most part, the large circular design surrounded a central holotable. Large windows around the room sat, giving a wide view of the planet’s vast mountain ranges and expansive forests.


Ezra’s gaze shifted around the room, everything appeared to be in place, though the work personnel seemed smaller than what he expected to see. Around half a dozen officers were within the room itself, some of them Chiss, some human.


“Where are the other officers?” Vah’nya questioned, her gaze seemingly lost on the forests and mountains around them.


Ezra turned, reaching out with the Force to get a grasp on the surrounding area, Thazuk was in an interesting position, since more then half a dozen officers should be on duty. An answer to Vah’nya’s question would need to present itself shortly.


“They’re on their lunch break, High Commander, they should be back on duty in a few short minutes.”


Vah’nya hummed in response, Ezra suspected she didn’t truly believe his response, but the Force offered no contradiction to his response either, most of the lifeforms in the base were centred around the cafeteria. “What is the status of the outposts defensive systems? Are the turbolasers operational? The planetary ion Cannon?”


He could see the bridgeway to another mountain peak, the planetary ion cannon sat, the spherical device resting silently in the mountain side, the structural supports held strong, though he was curious whether they’d hold when the cannon fired.


“We’ve been having a few issues with some of the south turbolaser towers but the ion cannon and remaining towers are fully operational.”


Ezra saw Vah’nya raise an eyebrow, he himself was curious as to why the southern towers were having issues, Thazuk had told him that the natives didn’t come anywhere close to them, which meant either sabotage or faulty equipment.


“Great Commander, we’ll continue our inspection, I want you to prep our transport to the ancient structures.” Turning swiftly, Ezra stepped back onto the lift, his party of followers not far behind him.


“Right away, High General.”


22 BBY: The Resolute, The Outer Rim


Hera moved silently, making her way along the commander tower of Skywalker’s flagship. In her grasp, the latest reported pure nitrogen sightings, these sighting had been handed to her by the intelligence division aboard the ship.


The bridge was busy with activity as she arrived, Ezra stood, residing over the holotable with Anakin and Obi-Wan, the three generals busy observing the latest fleet deployments in the search for General Grievous. “Ezra.” She called, coming to a stop before him, it had taken time, getting used to Ezra being her commanding officer, though she refused to call him general as she did other Jedi, granted she often used master interchangeably when possible.


Her fellow spectre, former spectre, turned. “Hera.” He greeted, his gaze falling to her. “Anything new?”


She held the datapad forward. “The latest reports in your investigation have come in, something from the Mon Cala system, something from Scarif as well.” The Grysk were getting about, they really did want to know everything about the Republic and Confederacy. Unfortunately for them, intelligence had been unable to track Grysk movement within Confederacy space.


“That far out in the Outer Rim?”


She nodded, it was puzzling that they’d be so far out, so close to the Unknown Regions when they’d had a sighting in the Mid Rim not too long ago. It was clear that the Grysk were covering as much ground as possible, doing their best not to draw attention to themselves. At least they hadn’t started kidnapping people to study yet, it hadn’t been pleasant to hear Ezra speak of the Grysk’s preferred methods of conquest, infiltration of a governmental system was risky, yet the Grysk seemed to be its masters.


The more she learned about the Grysk from Ezra and Sabine, the more she came to dislike them. It was disturbing, those that served them were slaves in all but name, what’s worse was that they were willing slaves without knowing it. That level of manipulation, of deception, was unlike anything she’d seen before.


Subversion of an entire race, of an entire power in secret was difficult, a tedious process of mind and word games. To do so on a daily basis was impressive, but to know that the Grysk were planning to do such things with the Republic and the Confederacy, well, it made her wonder with the Grysk had gotten their infiltrative little hands inside the Rebellion, inside the New Republic, had they gotten inside the Empire as well?


“Commander Cody, do you copy? Captain Rex, please respond. Commander Shan, are you there?”


Her attention was drawn to Yularen and Fordia, the two bent over the communications panel in a effort to contact the inspection team. She’d forgotten that Sabine had left with Cody and Rex to inspect several outposts in the area.


“They should have checked in from the Rishi Station hours ago.”


She raised an eyebrow as Anakin moved in behind the two admirals. It was curious as to why the three hadn’t checked in. She saw Obi-Wan raise an eyebrow as well, this was going to be interesting.


“It appears tour captain follows orders as well as you do.”


“Perhaps Cody is boring Rex wit standard procedures and protocol.”


Ezra moved in, most likely about to bring Sabine into the conversation. She moved, studying the tactical board and Separatist fleet movements they knew off in a bid to locate Grievous.


“Hey, Sabines most likely talking to the sergeant in charge.”


Hera smiled, she wasn’t sure why Sabine would talk to the sergeant in charge of the listening post, though she suspected there was a reason as to why such a conversation would happen. Ezra’s remark seemed to gain a reaction from the two Jedi though.


“What reason would she have to talk with the sergeant in charge?”


“Theres a clone squad stationed, one on her ARC Trooper watchlist. I suspect she’s gathered their reports in person rather than waiting for them to arrive later.”


That would most certainly explain why she would be speaking with the sergeant. Refocusing her gaze, she allowed the screens and tactical data to fill her mind, days of commanding rebel battlegroups and later, following Endor, New Republic battlegroups had left her with a taste of strategy and tactics. Her eyes narrowed as she took in the deployments and other key details. Grievous wouldn’t be in an obvious place, nor a well know location.


“Well, we should work on our boring procedures and figure out a strategy to find Grievous. Commander Jarrus, have you had any luck pinpointing a potential hiding place?”


She shook her head, turning away from the tactical display. “No, Master Kenobi, he could be hiding in any one system, he might not even be near a planetary body.”


“I say we start dispatching fighters to scout out the nearby systems, cover more ground and keep the fleets together should we be needed elsewhere.” Hera nodded in agreement with Ezra’s statement, dispatching fighters, like when they were on the hunt for the Malevolence.


“It’s a start, but its better then just sitting around. Commander Jarrus, prep your fighter squadrons for deployment.”


4 ABY: Chanrilles, Unknown Regions


The journey to the ancient structures was relatively peaceful, Ezra stepped from the transport first, the Force buzzing with activity as he did so, the large temple like structures were out of place. They were ancient, older than the temple on Lothal. The Force was strong here, stronger than the Jedi temple on Lothal.


The Light and the Dark surrounded the structures, undisturbed in its peaceful coexistence. Something of great power was hidden away within the structure, objects of power. The Force wanted him to move, to step inside, the call was stronger here then it was anywhere else. Whatever was hidden here, whatever was buried here, it called to him.


“These temples are of Chiss origin, the runes are an ancient dialect of our people.” Vah’nya’s words echoed over the area as she stepped forward, ahead of Ezra. He could see the wonder in her eyes, the interest in what was here. He himself was curious as to what powers had pulled him here, why the Chiss had decided to build a temple here, in the middle of nowhere.


Slowly, he walked towards the massive temple, the place was overgrown with vines and moss, the ancient stone hidden away by centuries of isolation. He reached out with the Force, he could sense those around him, the natives hiding away in the undergrowth, each watching them with curious eyes.


He turned, the small stormtrooper escort they’d been provided with stood at attention, each individual eyeing the undergrowth with a cautious gaze. “Keep an eye out, Idilra, Kirenalo, with us.” He moved, igniting his lightsaber as he entered the temple.


The further into the temple they moved, the more revealed itself, the walls were lined with ancient carvings, two figures stood above the rest, one leading armies into battle with an unknown foe, the other teaching young children. Each carving told a single page in a long story, he’d managed to learn a little bit about reading art from Thrawn.


He paused, eyes glued to a single image, both figures stood tall, a blade in their hand. The shape of the blade, and the effects carved around them spoke to him. There was something else, around the two figures, warriors crowded, each of them with a fist raised in the air.


“These carvings tell a story, but I can’t figure out who they speak off.”


Ezra turned, the Force called him from further on. “Vah’nya, these carvings, they tell the tale of two Jedi, and if this is a Chiss built structure…” He paused, letting his right hand fill in the blanks.


“Then these are Chiss warriors and children.”


“But why? What lesson does this story tell?” It was Idilra who spoke, his question full of confusion and interest.


“Perhaps the answer to your question lies further on.” Kirenalo replied.


Ezra nodded, leading the way forward once more. The hallway slowly expanding as they moved deeper into the temple. The carvings slowly came to a halt until they stepped into a large chamber. Two statures stood at the centre, the two figures, lightsabers held high in the air.


The details of the statues were carefully thought out, each had been carved with great care and love. Whoever these two Jedi were, the Chiss respected them greatly. “I… I don’t believe it. The Great Navigator, she who taught the Chiss how to harness the Sight.” Ezra turned at Vah’nya’s cry of disbelief.


Her gaze was drawn to the stature of a female, at the base of each statue, lay a carved rectangular stone, the ancient Chiss dialect carefully carved out upon it. “No Sky Walker has ever seen The Great Navigator’s statue since the ancient days, to be the first Sky Walker to see her in thousands of years is an honour I will never forget.” Ezra nodded as Vah’nya spoke, her words of wonder were not lost on their Deathtroopers.


“That isn’t all, The Great Tactician also stands proudly, he who helped us fend of the Mind Hunters so long ago.” Idilra spoke lightly, Ezra had no doubt that his mind was going into overdrive at the sight before them. At least Kirenalo remined silent, the sight leaving him at a loss of words.


Ezra moved closer, the Force calling him closer, whatever it was that called out to him, it was here. The wind picked up as dust moved, the Force swirled around two stone tombs, the light and dark was stronger here. Coming to a halt, he felt two objects, one of darkness, the other of light, call to him.


“Theres something about this place, the Force feels familiar. I wonder if…” He paused, reaching out into the Force once more. The tombs shifted as he reached further out. Two objects rose into the air, objects he recognised instantly. “Holocrons, but why here?”


One Sith, one Jedi. Both resting in perfect harmony, both resonating to him in the Force. He closed his eyes, reaching out to them both, he didn’t know why, but the Force wanted him to open them both.


As he tapped into the darkness, into the dark side of the Force and the light, he felt the air cool around him, the dark side was never something he wanted to touch, yet he still struggled with it. A constant struggle of control, a war within himself.


“Ezra Bridger, Son of Mira and Ephraim Bridger, you are our descendant.” He opened his eyes, before him, two figures stood.


“Who are you?” He questioned, in awe at the figures standing before. Both of them resembled the statues before him, glancing over his shoulder, he noted that Vah’nya seemed to be in shock, her eyes wide, mouth in shock. It seemed she was seeing what he was, though he noted that both Idilra and Kirenalo didn’t seem bothered, perhaps they didn’t see what both he and Vah’nya did.


“I am Revan, prodigal Jedi Knight and dark lord of the Sith, The Great Tactician of Chiss myth.”


“I am Bastila Shan, Jedi Knight, The Great Navigator of Chiss myth.”


Silence reigned as the information sank in, his ancestors had been figures of Chiss myth, of Chiss history, Thrawn had once mentioned The Great Tactician, of his legendary skill in commanding battle. And Vah’nya, by her reaction, Bastila was responsible for the Chiss Sky Walker, for their mastery of the Sight.


“Why? Why was I called here? To this place?”


Revan remained silent as he took in the temple, in his tomb. “You are here because the Force has willed it so, you are here because the will of Force has demanded that you take possession of our holocrons.”


The Force whispered to him, words to take what belongs to him, to take his birthright. “Through our holocrons, we shall teach you the ancient ways, that which was lost over time. You alone, shall bear our knowledge until you find one who is worthy of our teachings.” Bastila’s words echoed throughout the chamber, Vah’nya was out of hearing range, leaving him alone to hear the words.


“In time, you will face a great trial, a great peril and find yourself fighting another war, one far larger than any you have fought before. Adapt and survive, Ezra, adapt and survive.” Revan spoke once more, his words masked by that which he wore. “In time, you two, shall my blade, though beware, for its construction is different to others. To wield it, you will need to find balance between light and dark.”


The two holocrons closed, the images of both Revan and Bastila faded from view, leaving him with many questions that needed answering. Reaching out, he took hold of both holocrons, pocketing them away for later use. Turning around, he stepped forward. The Force warned him of coming danger, from where, he could not say. All he knew was that they needed to return to the outpost, something was coming, and he didn’t like it one bit.


22 BBY: Rishi Moon, The Outer Rim


Sabine allowed her gaze to rest on the outpost above them, an outpost crawling with commando droids. She glanced at the remaining members of Domino Squad, the three clones hadn’t seen action outside the training ring, for their first battle, they’d handled themselves pretty well. She looked forward to seeing how they fought alongside veteran soldiers.


“Look sharp, rookies.” Rex called out, coming to a stop ahead of her. She paused in her movements, hands falling to her blasters. “As long as those clankers occupy this post, our home planet of Kamino is at risk.”


Sabine heard one of the clones complain behind her, no doubt intimidated by the fact that they were about to enter live fire combat for the first time in the war. “But there’s so many of them.”


She rolled her eyes behind her helmet, straightening herself as she checked her gear. “Doesn’t matter if there’s more of them, Ezra and I have managed to take down battalions with fewer numbers.”


She saw Rex turn his head her way, no doubt interested about her tale. It was interesting, Ezra had been able to utilise the small numbers they had on Felucia to reduce several droid units to scrap before evac arrived. General Tapal had been surprised by the tactics they’d employed, but he couldn’t argue with the results.


“As Commander Shan was saying, it doesn’t matter, we have to retake this base, so we will retake this base.”


Sabine lifted her gaze slightly, her sight focused on the pathway up to the bases landing platform. “How do you propose we get though those blast doors, Rex old boy?” She tilted her head at Cody’s question, the reminder that Cody had put Rex in charge of this inspection turned skirmish that will no doubt turn into a defence at some point had not left her.


“I have a few ideas.”


Well, she for one, looked forward to what Rex had planned.


She was not, in fact, looking forward to Rex’s plan anymore, hiding alongside Echo and Hevy, she could only look on in confusion as Rex marched forward towards the door. His movements were robotic at the very least, hopefully they were robotic enough to convince the droids inside that they he was one of them.


“Unit 2-6, is that you?”


“Roger, roger.”


“You sound strange, is something wrong with your vocabulator?”


“Roger, roger.”


“Take off your helmet, let me see your faceplate.”


“Roger, roger.”


She shook her head, this plan was never going to work. “This is never going to work.” It seemed Cody was of a similar opinion to her. She watched as Rex reached down, lifting the deactivated head of a commando into the air.


She saw Rex move to the doors, blaster held at the ready. She readied her blasters, prepping herself for a fight. The doors opened, revealing three commando droids on duty. “Clones!”


“Roger, roger.”


She moved, turning the corner alongside Cody and fired, the three droids falling to the ground with ease. Blaster holes burned through their heads. She moved, racing to the bottom of the stairs. “Permission to take point, sir?”


She moved, putting a hand on Rex’s shoulder. “I’m the one with the Beskar armour and personal deflector shield. I’ll take point, Captain.” Her deflector shield flashed to life upon her vambrace, leaving little room for argument.


Rex nodded in understanding, she had the better chances of surviving a direct hit then they did. “Commander Shan always goes first.”


Moving quickly, the group ascended the stairs, Sabine stepped out into the command centre first. The commando droids all turned, firing away at them. Sabine returned fire. A hail of red and blue blaster fired decorated the room.


“Fives!”


“He’s ok, focus on the battle.”


Sabine rolled forward, slotting her blaster away before drawing her vibroblade, the heavily customised, and modified, weapon sliding into her grasp with ease. One of the droids leapt down, his own blade in hand. Parrying one blow, she sidestepped another, slicing through the droid’s neck before drawing a blaster, two shots fired off, two more droids fell to the ground.


Around her, the other droids had fallen to the other clones. Rex and Cody had ascended to the observation window. “Get to the window, it looks like we have more visitors.” She moved, climbing the stairs to stand alongside her fellow officers.


Flipping her viewfinder down, she gazed upon the Separatist fleet arriving in orbit. “Hm, considerable amount of firepower, likely packing armour and enough droids to hold a planet.”


“That’s why they commandeered the outpost.”


“They’re mounting a full-scale invasion.”


She didn’t like this one bit, everything was going downhill, it really was turning into a defence now, from ambush to skirmish to defence. What was next, slaughter or Confederacy prison? “We need to get in contact with the taskforce.” She turned, glancing down at the members of Domino squad.


“Those clankers sabotaged our transmitter, and hard wired the all clear signal. It’ll take time to repair.”


She frowned, her helmet falling into her arms. “How long do you think we have till they send reinforcements?”


“Not a lot of time, I’m afraid, Commander. Look.”


Sabine cursed beneath her breath at the droid invasion ship, no doubt a full battalion’s worth of droids were on their way towards them now. Whether they were packing armour or not, well that a was questioned she didn’t want answered.


“Well, you always said you wanted to be on the front lines.”


“We can’t protect the outpost long against that army of clankers.”


She closed her eyes, her mind racing though every tactic and strategy she’d come up with during the Grysk Liberation War. Nothing was really the same, Ezra had mentioned that Grysk forces attempted to blow up their listening post on Chanrilles, but their efforts were thwarted by Vah’nya, himself and their Deathtrooper escort.


“Then we’ll destroy the outpost instead.” Well, it seemed Rex and Cody were already ahead of her on that front.


“But, sir, our mission is to defend this facility at all costs.”


“We have to warn the Republic about the invasion.”


Sabine caught on to their words quickly. “When the all clear signal stops, they’ll notice that something’s gone wrong, Rex, Cody, we need to put you two on missions together more often.”


“We’ll need every thermal detonator in the inventory.”


She shook her head, drawing one of her detonators from their pouch. “I don’t think they’ll be enough, not even mine pack enough juice to take down a facility like this.”


“And you custom make your thermals.” Rex followed on, looking around the room.


“We can use the LT, this moon freezes for over half the year. We use liquid tibanna as fuel to heat the base.”


Her eyes went wide with realisation, the same time Cody turned to face Rex. “Well, I think its time to introduce you to one of my friends in explosive making. Liquid tibanna, highly explosive. Produces a beautiful explosion that’ll keep you in awe for hours on end.” She watched the three rookies blink, no doubt taken back by her expressive joy in explosives. She didn’t blame them for their looks either, most who met her had that look.


“All right, listen up.” She stood to attention, watching Rex move about. “There’s only one target of interest in this sector; Kamino. It’s the closest thing we clones have to a home.” Sabine watched the other clones nod at each other. “Today we fight for more than the Republic, today we fight for all our brothers back home.” Rex turned a sharp eye over the group. “Understood?”


She nodded as a chorus of sir, yes sir echoed the room.


4 ABY: Chanrilles, Unknown Regions


Vah’nya stepped forward into the base, the silence that greeted her wasn’t a pleasant thing. She saw Ezra tense up, something had caught her attention. Following his gaze, she caught sight of a deceased stormtrooper. Moving closer, she noted the holes within the armour. “Slugthrower, this attack wasn’t energy based.” Her observation unsettled Ezra greatly, she could gather that much from the way his shoulders froze. The only race bold enough to attack them were the Grysk.


She watched as he reached out into the Force, her hands falling to her blaster. The small, hand held blaster fitting into the palm of her hand with relative ease. Behind her, Idilra and Kirenalo held their E-11D blasters tightly. The small stormtrooper escort they had stood at attention, all ready for a fight.


“There are two groups, Vah’nya, can you take Kirenalo and head to the cafeteria, I’ll take Idilra and make way for the generator.” She nodded, moving her other hand, the blaster now held tightly in both hands. Moving quickly, she raced down the hallways, Kirenalo not far behind, the stormtrooper splitting themselves evenly between the two of them.


She’d trained to use her blaster efficiently, Ezra had made sure she wasn’t limited to just hand to hand combat, she was proficient in both a blade and blaster thanks to his efforts. They were simply one of the many things he’d taught her that she’d come to appreciate, the many things that had earned him her loyalty.


Ducking around another corner, she caught sight of several Grysk warriors pushing their way into the cafeteria. Dropping to her knee, she took aim and fired several rounds into their number. They hadn’t been expecting her or Kirenalo flanking them, granted, they should’ve done more research before making their attack.


Perhaps they knew hoped to have achieved their goal before they returned from the temple, perhaps they hadn’t even known they’d be present. Whatever the case, it wasn’t going to go in favour of the Grysk. Kirenalo and the small group of stormtroopers that had followed them all moved, firing away at the Grysk force.


It was  a slaughter there wasn’t any other way to put it, the small Grysk force attempting to enter the cafeteria had been caught between her and the survivors. The Grysk knew they were done for and some had attempted to take their own life, though the hail of blaster fire from two directions had stopped that quickly.


Stepping over the fallen Grysk warriors, she caught sight of the survivors, out of the five dozen or so men stationed here, only half a dozen remained. Thazuk stepped forward, his own blaster smoking. “High Commander Vah’nya, I’m glad you arrived when you did. They caught us by surprise, before I knew it, I was ordering all remaining personal to the cafeteria for a final holdout.”


She nodded, glancing over the cafeteria herself, it was a hellhole, tables were flipped to form makeshift barricades, the remaining officers and stormtroopers slowly moved, each of them glancing over the group. “Do you have any idea how they managed to get in without tripping the security systems?”


Thazuk shook his head. “No, High Commander, I don’t even know, its like they were able to silence the system beforehand.”


“Or you had a traitor in your midst.” She turned sharply, moving out the door. “We need to get the security systems back online before more Grysk arrive.” She narrowed her eyes, the hallways were splattered with blood, the smell of burnt flesh reached her quickly as the took in the long, foreboding corridors. “Ezra’s taken a force to the generator room, I suspect the Grysk are attempting to blow the outpost sky high.”


Thazuk gasped in horror. “But if they do that, we’ll be as blind as a Haganian Bat, they’ll be able to move through this sector without us even knowing about it.”


“And that’d lead them straight to Caitov.” Where the starfighter academies and Sky Walker training facilities. Vah’nya widened her eyes in horror at the thought of the Grysk compromising and eliminating one of the Hand’s greatest strengths. “To the command centre, double time, we need to get in contact with Great Admiral Pellaeon at once.”


They moved fast, racing down the hallways, taking out lingering Grysk warriors along the way, as they arrived at the lift, she entered first, followed by Kirenalo, Thazuk and a few stormtroopers and officers. The ride was done in silence, each of them holding their blasters tightly, there was no telling how many Grysk might be in the command centre.


The doors opened and they fired away, whatever meager among of Grysk warriors were present fell before them. “Where’s the commander?” Kirenalo questioned, her gaze glancing over the Grysk warriors.


Vah’nya blinked, the Grysk commander wasn’t present, which he was either at the generator or a Grysk warship was in orbit, cloaked and waiting for their strike team to report in for evac. She moved, typing into the holotable quickly. Pellaeon’s image flickered to life before her.


“High Commander Vah’nya, how goes the inspection?”


She shook her head. “No time for pleasantries, Admiral, we have Grysk situation, we may have a warship in orbit.”


“I see, we’ve just received one of the new Star Destroyers, I’ll dispatch the Odd Vestige to your position right away, should I dispatch the elite squadron as well?”


Vah’nya smiled, a new Star Destroyer, that meant the new Chiss Star Destroyers were being shipped out to phase out the Imperial class for a more robust and versatile ship, more firepower in smaller package. “Yes, I’m sure Ezra would appreciate having the Defender squadron.”


“I’ve just sent the order, expect them to arrive shortly.”


The imaged fizzled from existence, leaving them alone. She wondered if the new Nssis class Clawcraft were ready for deployment yet, replacing their TIE fighters would be crucial in the war, a robust and durable fighter was sorely needed. The Defender, while good, was expensive to produce, so their number were limited to the elite squadrons.


“Vah’nya, we’ve cleared the generator room, no sign of the commander thought. Any luck on your end?”


She smiled as Ezra came through, picking up her comm, she glanced at Thazuk. “Negative, I suspect their might be a warship in orbit. I’ve already contacted Pellaeon to dispatch support.”


“What’s he dispatched, The Harbinger?”


“One of the new Chiss Star Destroyers, our Defender squadron also enroute as well.”


“Let’s hope the Grysk haven’t decided the Defenders are bigger threat then out TIE’s.”


She hoped so as well, she also hoped the new fighter design would be available for deployment soon as well. They’d lost many good pilots to the Grysk in their many fights over the past few years. “I’ll see you on the landing pad then?”


“Yes.”


The Ghost sat, untouched by the Grysk, it seemed the anti-theft countermeasures Ezra had installed on the shuttle held out, Vah’nya could appreciate that, if the Grysk had taken the Ghost, she wasn’t sure what Ezra would do, the ship was a reminder of his past, of a ship he once called home. “Ezra, I’ve just received word from the Odd Vestige, they’ll be here shortly.”


She watched Ezra nod, turning to board the Ghost. “We’ll, let’s make sure we there to greet them and deal with this Grysk warship in orbit.”


Followed Ezra up the ramp, she took her place in the pilots chair, prepping for take-off, she glanced over her shoulder, making sure both Idilra and Kirenalo were onboard. Ezra had fallen into the co-pilots chair. Once sure everyone was present, she lifted off the ground. The Ghost moving with relative ease.


Guiding the shuttle into orbit, she saw Ezra reach out into the Force, something he did whenever the Grysk showed themselves. They couldn’t be sure where the Grysk were hiding out here, but Ezra had been able to locate them easily. A clocking device couldn’t hide your presence in the Force, in the Sight.


Ahead of them, an aggressive, needle-shaped vessel dropped rom hyperspace. A large dome sat above the ship. The 1,000-meter-long ship appeared to lack weapons, though she suspected they were hidden within the hull itself. Guiding the Ghost in, she opened comm channels upon Ezra’s secure frequency. “Odd Vestige, this is the Ghost, requesting permission to land.”


“High General, High Commander, this is Odd Vestige, permission granted, your squadron has been prepped for combat and await your arrival.”


Taking the shuttle in, she noted the hangars were largely hidden, no doubt to prevent enemy incursion in them. Touching down within the hangar, she caught sight of several TIE squadrons being prepped for launch. Standing out amongst the rest though, were the twelve Defenders sitting silently, their pilots waiting for them to arrive.


Powering down the shuttle, she turned to Ezra. “Well?”


“Time to give the Grysk a surprise.”


She smirked, following Ezra down the ramp. One of their pilots move, racing to greet them. “Sir, Ma’am. All fighters are fuelled and ready for launch.” Her gaze swept over the Defenders, two of them sat without pilots, the two that belonged to Ezra and herself.


“Get settled in, we’ve got a Grysk warship take down, Commander, take aim at these coordinates I’m sending to you now, when I give the single, fire away.”


“Understood, High General.”


Vah’nya moved fast, ducking away to get changed. Slipping her flight gear on with ease. The white armour and life support gear shined in the light of the room. Emerging from the chambers, she found Ezra had switched over to his flight gear as well. Their armour marked with colours to denote their rank.


Climbing into her fighter, she glanced over the controls. She remembered when she was introduced to the fighter, Ezra had helped teach her how to fly, another of the many things that had earned him her loyalty. Powering up her Defender, she felt her hands curl around the flight stick, she’d learned to listen to her third sight while in combat, the precognition helping her greatly, as it helped Ezra.


“Ephraim Squadron, check in.”


“Ephraim two, reporting in.” She listened as the remain ten pilots called in, each of them ready and full of anticipation for the coming battle. She knew she was waiting, ready to fight back the Grysk once more.


“Commander, deploy our standard TIE’s, we’ll play of the Grysk’s cultural blind spot before heading in.”


“All fighters, deploy at once.”


She watched as the numerous TIE squadrons deployed ahead of them, each flying off to where Ezra had located the Grysk warship. “Ephraim Squadron, follow my lead.”


She slowly pulled up, following Ezra out of the hangar bay and into space. It seemed the Grysk had realised that cloaking wasn’t going to work, with the mass amount of fighters currently engaged in a dogfights with Grysk fighters was anything to go by.


Several Grysk fighters moved to intercept them, it seemed their usual tactic wasn’t going to work here, whoever was in charge was far more creative than other Grysk commanders they’d faced in the past. Guiding her fighter with trained reflexes, she fired away at the Grysk fighters, tearing into them as the rest of the squadron moved.


The speed of their Defenders was still impressive, Being able to out speed the Grysk fighters had certainly helped them out on many occasions. “Ezra, I Don’t want to the bearer of bad news, but with all these fighters, we won’t be able to make any runs on the Grysk warship.”


“Commander, you have free range to fire at the Grysk warship.”


“Understood, High General, firing all batteries now.”


She watched as the green fire of turbolasers lit up the Odd Vestige’s hull, a thicker, blue light also fired, while the turbolasers pounded into the Grysk warship, these blue bolts tore into it with relative ease, punching through the shields with ease. “Commander, what was that?”


“Masers, High Commander, developed by High General Wren and High Commander Ronan.”


She nodded, guiding fighter in an around what was starting to become one of their easier victories, it seemed that these new Chiss Star Destroyers held a few surprises. The war would reach new heights, and perhaps give them the edge they needed to finally gain major ground against the Grysk.


22 BBY: Rishi Moon, The Outer Rim


Sabine growled as she attempted to link the tanks and detonator together, not many things frustrated her these days, but this was certainly starting to get on her nerves. “Sabine, times wasting.”


A string of cursed left her lips as the remote failed to link up again. “I can’t get the remote and tanks linked, Hevy.” She rose, turning to face the rookie. “The detonator isn’t working, I’d set up my own, but I didn’t exactly think we’d be in this situation.” And she really should’ve brought detonators she could detonate from range on every mission she undertook, but they took time to make.


“It’ll be fixed in no time, you guys get out of here.”


She nodded, moving after the others. “Make it quick, those droids are gaining ground.” Climbing into the vent, she sent a final look Hevy’s way before descending down. Within minutes, she’d joined the others outside. Glancing over the group, she looked up at the outpost.


“Hevy, hit the…”


She turned, as did the others, Hevy was absent. She swore, if that rookie didn’t make it out in time, she’d bring him back from the dead only to murder him herself. She ignored the others, moving back towards the vent exit.


“Hevy, get out of there.”


“We’ve got to get back up there, back to the vent.”


“I know what I have to do.”


She pulled out her comm. “I don’t like you tone, soldier, get out of there, now!” Silence reigned, no reply came. She glanced at the others they’d all gathered around. “Solider, come in? Are you there?” She growled when Hevy didn’t respond. “Hevy, come in, respond soldier.” An explosion rocked the cliff side, the outpost going up in flames above them. She widened her eyes in horror, three potential ARC Troopers, gone with this single operation undertaken by the Separatists. At least one of them had lived up to that name.


“Hevy always did hate that place.”


22 BBY: The Resolute, The Outer Rim


“Generals, the all clear signal has been disabled.”


Ezra lifted his head in alerted, Fordia’s cry echoed over the bridge, her turned his gaze over the others, Hera blinked, her gaze meeting his. The only thing on their mind was Sabine.


“Grievous.”


“Sound the invasion alarm, let’s get this fleet under way.”


Ezra moved, Hera following him fast. “Pinpointer, prep gunships for deployment immediately.”


“Right away General.”


Sabine stood silently, watching the ceremony before her. “So, how the inspection?” She turned, her husband standing beside her. The whole ordeal had been one of loss. She had high hopes for Domino Squad, now only two of their number remained.


“When you described your mission on Chanrilles, I didn’t think it’d have been as wild, now I think I understand what you went through there, from a certain point of view, off course.” She rubbed her arm, watching Obi-Wan and Anakin pin medals to chests of Fives and Echo.


“Hey, at least it’s not Ewok politics.” Now that was a nightmare they didn’t wish to revisit, Hera had pleasantly been surprised when they mentioned Ewoks had joined the Empire of the Hand. It was clear that while Endor may have been their homeworld, at some point in time, someone had transported Ewok’s out into the Unknown Regions.


“I need to discuss something with Rex, I’ll meet you in the quarters later, tell you the whole story then.” Ezra gave her a brief hug before moving off, no doubt to discuss their next plan of action with Obi-Wan and Anakin.


Rex was already moving by the time she caught up with him. “Rex, we need to talk.” With his attention now gained, she fell in line with the ARC Trooper Captain. “How long do you think it is until the droids organise an attack on Kamino?”


“Not sure, they certainly won’t be attacking anytime soon. We’ve made sure of that with our actions today.”


She nodded, the two leaving the hangar bay. “I’m going to make sure clone intelligence is keeping an eye out for Separatist transmissions, if Kamino falls, this war will end in a droid victory.”


“There’s something else you wanted to talk about, wasn’t there, Sabine.”


Sabine came to a halt, dragging Rex into a nearby maintenance closet. “I need to discuss Domino Squad, or what’s left of them.”


“What is it about Fives and Echo that has you so interested in them?”


Sabine smiled. “I oversaw the final stages of their training not too long ago, I’d been receiving reports on their activities on the Rishi Moon since they left Kamino.” She paused, watching the gears in Rex’s head turn, the 501st captain blinking as it all fell into place.


“You want me to forward any report that details them to you.”


With a nod, Sabine turned to leave. “They have the making of ARC Troopers, Captain, Hevy displayed that today with his actions. I look forward to seeing those action reports.”


Chapter End Notes


We see a little bit of Legends leak into the story here with the introduction of the Chiss Star Destroyer and the mentioning of the Nssis Clawcraft.


Seventh Fleet/Empire of the Hand flashbacks will often bare similarities to whatever Clone Wars arc is happening concurrent to it. A way to 1, allow me to reserve a majority of the creative power of my mind for the original story arcs of the Clone Wars, and to draw parallels.


I enjoyed Vah'nya's character in Thrawn Treason, while I don't think I managed to replicate her exactly, I'm happy with how I wrote her, off course, there has been five years since the vents of that novel so personality changes will have happened.


When constructing the Empire of the Hand's military rank structure, I wanted it to be a different to ranking systems. The ranks are as follows;
1: Supreme Commander is the highest rank, this rank is held by Thrawn
2: High General and High Admiral are equivalent ranks and sit below Supreme commander, these ranks are held by the head of each core unit of the Empire of Hand, they are held by Ezra(Starfighter corps and Sky Walkers), Sabine(Stormtrooper corps), Ar'alani(Navy) and Eli Vanto(Analytics, intelligence, research and development network).
3: High Commander sits below the High General, they identify the High General/Admiral's second in command. They are held by Vah'nya(Starfighter corps and Sky Walkers), Karyn Faro(Navy), Carvia(Stormtrooper corps), Briely Ronan(Analytics, intelligence, research and development network)
4: Other ranks include, in no particular order; Great Commander, lieutenant Commander, Great Admiral, Great Captain, Lieutenant Captain, lieutenant Admiral, General Lieutenant, Low Lieutenant and Ensign.


End Notes


So, yeah... I've got another story out. Let's see if I can finish this one because its certainly the most ambitious one.


Don't worry, we'll be seeing Ezra and Sabine's journey with the Seventh fleet and the war against the Grysk in flashbacks.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!